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CAPTAIN SPITFIHE 


IKTEOTUOTlbir^ 

On tlae of tlie 26 ^ of Mai^ 1848 , knivo» wet© 
freely need Mid shots exchanged, in the ^tosets of* Madxid, 
between a handful of peasMit^ whose last ex|dring cry was 
‘^Long live the EepubficPand the amy of the Spanish 
monarchy, whose visible chief that time was I)on Bamon 
Maria Narvaez, ProsMent of the Ck)Uiicil of Ministers of 
Queen Isabella IL, and Minister of WAt. 

Those few historical facts being commiinicated to the 
reader, we will now pass on to matters loss fyiimUdr, but 
more agreeable, and which originated in the lameniabie 
occiirrences above referred to. 


L 

Osr the ground door of an humble, but ^«tty and ctean- 
looking house in the narrow winding street styled the Caile 
d& PredadoB, the scene of the disturbairces W© hovA jdst 
mentioned, there lived alone — that is to saji wiftont the 
company of any of the male sex — ^three lujiigious 

women, Vrbp differed Very much from one both, 

personid itppeamnoe and the nature of their * one 

being A widow My, a native d m a gsave imd 
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ilijitingiiished asi)ect ; tlie t'ocoiid, Ijer daughter, young, 
iiiniiarried, a native of Madrid, and very pretty and channing, 
but altogether of a difierent type to that of lier niotli(‘r ; 
and the third, their servant, whom it is quite impossible to 
describe, she being of no particular age or figure, and 
scarcidy of determinable sex. This creature had been baj)- 
tised at Mondonnedf), in Galicia, and, following the example 
of tlie Sefioi; Curate who officiated at the ceremony, wo 
luive shown her too much favour in recognising that sin* 
belonged to the human species at all. 

TIkj daughter seemed the symbol, or living representative 
ill p(‘ttic()ats, of common sense ; there was such tl ha])py 
(‘qiiilibrhini between lier beauty and her unaffected, natural 
maimers, between Inn* elegance and simplicity, her grace and 
modesty. She commonly passed tlirough the public streets 
uiiiKdiced, without calling forth those gallant observations 
usually bestowed on pridty women when unescorted ; but 
as soon as anyone's attention was lixcul on her, it wa.^ 
impossible for him not to be enrajitiired with her many 
(diarius. She was not, and certainly liad no wish to la*, 
one of those loud, sluuvy, ]>rovocative beauties that attract 
all e>ye.s as soon as ih(*y make their appearance in a drawings 
room, a theatre, or on a public }>romenade, ami who com- 
]>romise or extinguish tlie poor fellow who accompanies 
them, whether he be their su f*etheart, husband, or father, 
or Pri‘stcr John of the Indies himself. . 

She seemed a wise and liarmonious union of i)li}'sical and 
moral perfections, the extraordinary regularity of whicli did 
not at once excite enthusiasm, just as peace and order do 
not excite enthusiasm, and a wellqirojjoiiioncd piece of 
.•sculpture lU'itlier shocks nor astonishes us until we realisi^ 
tlielaet that if every detail appears graceful, easy, and natural, 
it, is because* all are equally beautiful. 
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It niiglit be said that this honoured divinity of the middle 
classes had studied how to dress, arrange her hair, look, walk, 
and, in sliort, bear the treasures of her splendid youth in such 
a manner that none should believe her to be vain, forvvaixl, 
or seductive, but entirely different from the marriageable 
deities who make a market of their charms, and pursue their 
way as if announcing to everybody : ‘‘Tliis house to be sold 
or — to be let.” > 

Ihit we will not detain the reader with nourishes of rhe- 
toric or tedious sketches, for we Iiave a gre^at dtjal to say and 
only a limited time at our disposal 


IT. 

'J'lrE Republicans were firing at the royal troops from the 
corner of the Calle- de Peregrinos, and the soldiers wi^n' 
returning their fire from th(^ Puerto del Sol in snch a way 
that llic onisket balls of both parties whisked past tJie win- 
dows of the before mentioned ground floor, when they did 
not strike the iron bars, making these vibrate with a grating 
nois<s and damaging shutters, woodwork, and window-panes 
Ijy the rebound. 

Equally profound, although different in its nature and 
expression, was tlie terror felt by the mother and the servant. 
The noble-minded widow feared first of all for her daughter, 
then for the rest of human kind, and lastly for herself ; 
whilst tile Galician trembled above all for her own l^loved 
skill, tlieii for her own and her mistresses’ stomachs, for the 
large eartlien water jar was almost empty and the baker had 
not made his appearance with the afternoon’s bread, and 
thirdly, a little for such natives of Galicia, soldiers ^^or peas- 
ants, as might be killed or injured in the affray. 



8 


CAPTAIN BPITFIKA 


W('. have not spoken of the da^^lit'er^s terror, 
whether curiosity liad neutralised it, or fear had no place in 
her masculine rather tlian feminine h(‘art, the case was that 
the gentle damsel, disicgarding .itio advice and commands of 
her motlier and the lamentations or howls of the servant — 
hot]) of wliom had hidden tliemselves in inner rooms — ran 
from time to time fo tlic^ a]»artments looking upon the street, 
and <‘V(‘n^ ojiim(‘(l the elosed slmtters, in order to form an 
accurate idea (ionceniing the, state of attairs. 

When making one of these extremely dangerous roc.on- 
iiaissanc-es, she saw that the soldico's iiad atlvanced ii]) to the 
door of tlie hous(% whilst tla^ rebels were retreatin|( tf)wards 
th(*. Haza. d(‘. San Domingo, not without making an oc(!a- 
sional stand, when they tinxl with admirahle coolness and 
hrav(iry. And she likc'wise saw at the liead of the soldic^rs, 
and (‘.v<m of the ottic(‘i*s, a man about forty years old who 
was distinguishing himself by liis oiiergy and intrepidity, and 
tlie ai*d(?nt phrases with whieli h(^ harangued his comrades. 
This mail was of a noble and elegant, appearaiu-.e, iind refiruMi 
and handsome, though sevcr(^ physiognomy, Sjiarely hut 
strongly built, rather tall than short, and dressed partly as a 
civilian, })artly as a soldier. We mean that he wore a forage 
(‘,ap with tile, three gt)ld lace strip(‘s of a captain^ and a 
civilian’s snrtont and trousers, both of black cloth, and 
carried an infantry officer's sword and a. s])ortsman’s 
iiartiidgi*-case and fowling-piece. 

The young lady stood icgarding and admiring tliis singnlar 
j personage, when thi‘ Itepul)lit*.a.iis discharge<l theii* muskets at 
him, considering him, doubtless, more formidable tliau all th(‘ 
rest, pm'ha]>s a general, a minister, or some such dignitary, 

' and the poor captain, or wliatever li(» was, fell to the ground 
as if struck by lightning, and Avith his face; bathed in blood ; 
whereupon the rebels fled joyfully, well satisfie^l Avitli their 
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work, uiicl pursued by the soldiers, burning to avenge their 
unfortunate leader. The street became quiet and solitary^ 
th(j })rave gentleman, perchance still alive, and whom kind 
ami pious hands could i)robably save from death, lying 
bleeding in the middle of it. 

The damsel did not hesitate a moment; she ran to lier 
mother and the servant, ex})lained tlie nu^tter, told them that 
tliere was no longer any firing in the. street, coiitcnded not 
so mucli with the generous widow’s very prudent objections 
as witli the Galiciaids ]jurely animal fears ; and a few 
minutes later the thr(‘e. women had carried to their honest 
dwelling® and placed upon tlie widow’s comfortable })ed in an 
alcove of the })rincipa.l room tl)(' iasensibhi body of iiim who, 
if he w( re not the real hero of the day of the 26th March, 
will be that of our particular history. 


III. 

TiiJC <*,haritaldc women wei’e not long before they discovered 
that tlu) Captain was not d(iad, but merely unconscious, the 
ellcict of a nniskct ball that had struck him slantingly on the 
fondiead without penetrating it deeply. They also per- 
ceived that a ball liatl passed Uiroiigh and probably fractured 
the right l(‘g, and that it was necessary for ev(‘ry attention 
to he at once given to the, wound, from which much blood 
v/as ilowing. They recognised, in short, that the only truly 
useful and efficacious thing they could do was immediately 
to call in a medical man. 

“ ^lamnia,” said the valiajit damsel, ‘‘ Doctor yancliez 
lives only a couple of steps from here on the opposite side of 
the way. Let Rosa go and fetch him. It will take but a 
moment, and there is no danger.” 
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then a filiat Vas lieatd close l>y, followed by live or 
dx otltens, discjwged all at once aiid at a greater distance. 
Then deep silence reigned again. 

I won't go/' growled the servant; “there's firing going 
on still, and I'm sure you wouldn't like me to be shot ■wliile 
crossing the street.” 

“ Stiipid creature ! there's nothing happening in the 
street/' replied the young lady, who was looking out one 
of the wiu5oM"s. 

“ Come away from tliere, Augustias,” cricMl the mother, on 
observing her. 

“The shot we just heard,'' continued the yonng lady 
called Augustias, ‘‘and io which the soldiers at th(5 Puerta 
del Sol replied, nuust have been fired by an ill-looking 
man from the garret at No. 9, where 1 see him again loading 
his gun. The balls consefpiently pass very high, and there 
is no dmiger in crossing our street. And, besides, it would 
be the greatest of infamies if %ve allowed this unfortunate 
man to die merely to save ourselves from a slight incon- 
venience.” 

“I will go and fetch the doctor,” said the niotlier, wIki 
liad just finished binding xxy tin* Captain's broken leg after a 
fashion. 

“ You certainly shall not/' cried the daugliier, a])proaeh- 
ing the bed. “ What would pcopm si.iy of me ? I will go, 
because I am younger and can get there (pucker. You have 
risked quite enough in the other wars.” 

‘‘Never mind, you shall not go,” replied the mother, im- 
periously. 

Nor I either/' fidd^d the servant. 

“ Mamma, let me go. I beg of you to do so in my father's 
name. I have not the heart to let this brave man bleed to 
death when we can save him. See, sec ivhat little use your 
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bandages are. The l&lood is trickling from, nJider the 
mattress.” 

Augustias, I say you must not go.” 

I will not go if you do not wish it. But, dear mamma, 
tliiiik of my poor father, your high-minded and valiant hiis- 
hand, who would not have died as he did, having hied to 
death in the middle of a wood on the *mght of a battle, if 
s(»nie merciful hand liad staunched the blood ksuing from 
his wounds.” 

“ Augustias ! ” 

Mamma, lot me ! F mn an Aragonese like my father, 
althougft T was born in this wicked Madrid. Besides, I do 
jiot thiriF tlmre Is aiij I'ull wliivh c(.mniands us women to 
t*xhi])i1 valour than men.'’ 

^i'hus spok(»- tlie brave girl ; ami her mother ha«l not 
recovered fiom the amazianont, accompanied by moral sub- 
mission or involuntary aj>proval, which this noble speech 
inspiriMh before AugUbiias was boldly crossing the Calle do 
Prec in dos. 


lY. 

“ 8ick, Sefiora ! Look liow nicely she go(‘s ! ” exclaimed the 
( hiUcian, claj jpiug her hands, and looking at our heroine from 
the window. 

But, alas ! at that moment a gun was discharged close by ; 
and the i)Oor motlicr, who also liad approached the window, 
seeing her daughter siox> and feel her diess, uttijred a piercing 
c)*y and fell on her knees, almost deprived of consciousness. 

They have not hit het ! They have not hit her ! ” cried 
the stu'vant. ‘^She is entering the house opposite. You^ 
iu^hI not he afraid, Seiiora.” 

But the latter dul not hear her. Pale as a corpse, sim 
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agamst lier famtness, until, finding streligth in her 
o^n grief, she rose, half-distracted, and ran to the street, 
where she met Augustias returning home, followed by tho 
doctor. Mother and daughter embraced, kissing one another 
rH^rously, while unconsciously standing over a pool of 
blood that had flowed from the Captain^s wounds. At 
last they entered tlft house without anyone observing that 
th© young l^lyis petticoats were pierced by the treacherous 
bullet fired by the man in tlie garret on seeing her cross the 
stre<*t. 

It Avas the Galician, Avho not only discovered the injury, 
but was cruel enough to mention the fact aloud : 

‘‘ They have hit her ! They have hit her ! ’* she exclaimed. 
‘‘I’m glad I didn’t go. The halls would have gone through 
and through my petticoats.” 

Imagine what was the renewed terror of the poor mother 
until Augustias had convinced her that she was unhurt. 
Suffice it to say that from that terrible day the nnha.pi)y 
widow, as we shall see in the course of our naiTative, did not 
enjoy an hour of healtli. But lot us return to the iinfoi’tu- 
nate Captain, and see what opinion the skilful and assiduous 
Doctor Sanchez fonned concei-ning his w^ounds. 

This member of the faculty enjoyed an enviable reputa- 
tion, and once more justified it by his rapid and happy treat- 
ment of our hero, staunching the blood from his wounds 
Avith domestic remedies, and reducing and bandaging the 
fracture of the leg without other help than that of the three 
women. But as an expositor of his art, he did not shine so 
well. He undertook to say that the Captain would not die, 
“ provided that within twenty-four hours he recovered from 
present profound lethargy, which was an indication of 
grave Cerebral disturbance, the result of a lesion in the fore- 
head, ciused by an obliquely striking projeictile fired from a 
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gun, but without fmcturing, although tertainly coutusiiig the 
frontal l)one; the* said cerebral disturbance being precise! jnn 
the part where the wound was situated, and ihe whole result- 
ing from our unfortunate civil discords, in which the poorman 
appeared to have taken an active part/* And the doctor 
added, by way of commentary, that if the aforesaid cerebral 
disturbance did not cease within tho tiijie specified, the Cap- 
tain would assuredly die, a proof of the great force with 
which the projectile had struck his unfortunate ^tient As 
to whether it would or v/ould not cease before the expiration 
of twenty-four hours, he reserved his prognosis until the fol- 
lowing afternoon. 

Having uttivped these trite renmrks, he cnj^Jincd his 
listeners with great emphasis — for lie was well ac(j[uainted 
with tho disposition of Evc*8 daughters — that when the 
>voun(le{l man recovered consciousness, they should neither 
permit him to speak, nor speak to him of anything, however 
urgent the matter might appear to be ; he then gave them 
verbal instructions and written prescriptions to meet any 
accident that might superveme ; and, promising on the solemn 
word of a good physician to return next day, whether there 
\i^ero firing in the streets or not, he marched off home in case 
he should be summoned on a similar errand, but not before 
counselling the almost prostrated widow to retire to her room 
earl}’', for her pulse was irregular, and it wAkS very possible a 
little fever might come on during the night. 


V. 

Ir was three o’clock in ilie morning, and the noble minded 
lady, although she felt very imwell, continued at tlfe 
invalid’s bedside, regardless of the solicitations of the 
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Auguaiijis, wlio was also in atteiulaiice, and Inul 
not, in fact, rested herself the whole night. 

Ei^t and quiet as a statue, the young lady reniained at 
the foot of the blood-stained bed, witli her eyes fixed on the. 
thin i)ale face— resembling that of a Christ carved hi ivory 
— of the valiant warrior wliom she had so much admired 
during the afternoon ; and in tliis attitude she waited 
with visible uneasiness until he should safely awake 
from that pVofound lethargy which might terminate in death. 

The thrice happy Galician was seated in the best arm-chair 
of tlio room, engaged in the pleasant occupation of snoring, if 
the liorrihle noise she made merits tliat name, with her head 
glued toiler knees, she having overlooked the fact that tluj 
cliair-ba(^k was expressly adapted to one’s reclining against it 
at one's ease. 

Various observations or conjectures had crossf^l the miiuls 
of both motluir and daughter, during their long watching, as 
to what might the Captain’s social rank, character, id<^as, 
and sentiments. With tin* minute attention which women 
never fail to pay, even under the most terrible and solemn 
circumstances, they had noted the fineness of his linen, tin* 
elegance of his watrh, the conndiness of his person, and 4>e 
marquis’s coronet embndihjred on Ids stockings. Xur did 
they fail to observe an anti(pie gold medallion hanging round 
his neck under his clothes, nor that this medallion repre- 
sented the Yirgen del Pilar de Saragossa : all whicli gave, 
them great pleasure, as they felt justified in inferring from 
these circumstanc<*s that the Captain was a person of distiin - 
tion and of good and Christian br<iediiig. Wliat they naturally 
respect(M;l was tlie inside of his pockets, where ])erhaps there 
were letters or cards indictiting his nanui and ad<lress — infer- 
nmtion which they ho])ed to heaven he would himself 
able to give as soon as lie recovered consciousness and speecli. 
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Moiui while., although the aSray was the Monarchy 

coining off victorious, there was heard from time to time, now 
a distant and unanswered discharge of firearms, as a solitary 
])r(»test of some Republican not yet converted by grapeshot, 
now tlie sonorous trot of the cavaliy patrols going their 
rounds to assure puldic order — sm:nds both lugubrious and 
proplietic, very sad to hear at the l^edside of ‘d soldier 
wounded and nearly deiub 

At about half-])ast three o\.Ii)ck the (.'aptafn suddenly 
opened liis <‘ye.s, glanced sullenly arr^und tlie room, looked 
successively at Augustias and. .h.:i motlier, with a certain kind 
of ]>iier'ie terror, and murmur«.^d peevishly : 

“ Wltvr(' the ilc‘vil am I T’ 

The young lady raised a finger tu iier li])s, to signify that 
In*, was to hold his tongue : but the widow, not considering 
the third word of the quesliou a very }>ro]>er one, hastened 
to reply : 

You are in a safe and respectable place, tbo house of 
(ieiieral Ilarbastro’s widow, the Countess do Hanturcod' 

Women ! tlie deuce I muttered the Captain, again clos- 
ing his eyes, as if resuming his lethargy. But very soon lie 
uppcarcd to bre?«.tlic with tJic freedom nd strength of one 
who sleeiis calmly. 

“He is saved!’* said Augustias. “My father will be jdcased 
with us.’’ 

“I was praying for his soul,” replied the mother; “although 
as you see, our invalid’s first salutation to us leaves miicli to 
lie desired.” 

“ 1 know hy lieart,” slowly broke forth the Captain, with- 
out opening Ids eyes, “ tlie list of the general staff of the 
Spanish army iiiserU'^l in the Madrid Directory, and there is 
no mention in it, nor has mention bt^eu made during thfs 
century, of any General Barbiistro*” 
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“ I will tell yoUy^ etfgorly exclaimed the widow. ‘‘ My 
late husbaad — ” 

“Don’t answer, mamma,” interrupted the young lady, 
smiling. “ He is delirious, and we must take care of his poor 
head. Remember Doctor Sanchez’s injunctions.” 

The Captain opened his fine eyes and looked fixedly at 
Augustins, and again closed them, saying more slowly than 
Ixjfore : 

“I am nArer delirious, Senorita. The only thing is, I 
always speak the truth, whatever happens.” 

And having uttered this, syllable by syllable, he sighed 
deeply, doubtless fatigued from so much talking, ami then 
began to h^oathe heavily, as if about to pass away. 

“Are you asleep, Captain?” asked the widow, much 
alarmed. 

The wounded man made no reply. 


VI 

seems to be asleep now,” said Augustias in a low 
voice, taking a seat by lier mother's side ; “ and as I ])elieve 
that he cannot hear us, let me mention one thing to you, 
mamma. I don’t think you did well to say you were a 
countess and a general’s widow.” 

“Why?” 

“ Because, you know, we have not sufficient means to take 
care of and wait upon a person like him in the same way a 
real countess could do.” 

“ What do you mean by a real countess ? ” exclaimed the 
elder lady, sharply. “ Surely you have no doubts as to my 
riok ; I am as much a countess as the Countess de Montijo, 
and my husband was as much a general as Espartero ! ” 
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You are quite right; but until ttie prueeedings you have 
taken to establisli your title, and obtain the peiusion of a 
generars widow are decided by the Government in your 
favour, we shall remain very poor.” 

Not so very poor ! I have still a thousand reals left from 
the price of the emerald-set rings that I sold, and I have a 
necklace of pearls with a clasp of briljiants, given me by niy 
graiidfailier, valiKnl at more than five hundred duros, a sum 
sufficient to live upon tlie termination o? my suit, whicli 
will be within a month, and, indeed, sufficient to enable us 
to provide for this ])oor man, as God commands, cweai if his 
brokey. leg obliges him to remain here two jr three months. 
You know tliiit one of the judg(?s hi of opinion that I ought 
to receive the l>en 0 lits of Article 10 of the Convention of 
Vergara ; for although your father dietl piior to its being 
sigiifid, tlujre is no doubt that he was acting in conjunction 
with Maroto.’^ 

Santurce I Santurce ! There is no such count’s name in 
the Directoiy,” murmured the Captain, without oj^ening 
his eyes. 

Then, suddenly throw'ing off his lethargy, and almost suc- 
ceeding in sitting up in b(‘d, lie said, in a clear and vibrating 
voice, as if he were again well : 

“ Come to the point, Seiiora. 1 want to know’ w^here I am 
and wdio you are. None can rule or deceive ine. The devil ! 
How my leg d(a?s pain me ! ” 

Seiior Captain, do not insult us,” exclaimed the widow, 
rather warmly. 

“ Come, Caiitain, be quiet, and hold your tongue,” said 
Augustias, with suavity, although she felt annoyed. “You 
will run great danger if you speak and move about. Your 
right leg is broken, and you have a wound in your forehead, 
that hasdeprived you of consciousness for more than ten hours.’^ 
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** It iB too inio,” exclijiijued the eccentric porBona^ii, valBiiij,^ 
his hands to his head an<l feeling the bandages ))laced there 
by the doctor. ‘‘Those rascals have wounded mu. But who 
has b(i()n so stupid as to bring me to a strange house when I 
hav(*> one of my own, and tliere are civil and military hos- 
pitals? I hate incommoding anyone or receiving favours^ 

which I’m d d if ^ deserve*, or wisli to deserve. I was 

in the Callc> de Preciados — ” 

“And jmu ifrc*still in the same stre(?t, at No. 14, ground 
floor,’’ interrupted the widow, payijig no attention to her 
daugliter’s signs to keep silent. “We do not want you to be 
grateful to us, for we have not done*, and will not do, ^ more 
than (Jod commands and charity ordains. For the. rest, j^ou 
arc in a res])ectab]c house. I am Doha Teresa Carrillo dc 
Albornoz y Azpeitia, widow of the Carlist General Don Luis 
Gonzagu dc Barbastro, who owed his title of Count de 
Santuvee to a Koyal edict of ])o]i Carlos V., which Doha 
Isabelle JJ, ought to eleclaro valid, accoreling to the ton our of 
Article 10 of tlj<* Convention of Vergara. I never tell lies, 
nor go by false names, nor do 1 puriiose to do anything else 
with you. than to try and save 3 ^our life, Providence having 
collided that task to rue.” 

“ Mamma, do not irritate liiin,” observed Augustias. “You 
so(j, instead of being appeased, lie is going to reply more vio- 
lently than ever. And the j»oor fellow is very ill, and wanders 
in his mind. Come, Sohor Captain, be (piiet, and tliiiik a 
little of your life.” 

Such were the. words of the kind damsel, uttered with her 
accustomed gravity. But the Captain was not appeased. He 
looked at her from head to foot with still greater fury, like a 
■wild boar whom a new and more terrible advei-sary is about 
to attack, and exclaimed, angrily : 

“ Wehorita' ! In the first place, my mind does not wander, 
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and has never done so ; in the second, I very much r<isent 
your speaking to me with such superlluous commiseration 
and hlandness, for 1 do not nndei'stand (joiirh^sies, suavities, 
and flatteries. Pardon the rudeness of my words, for (‘very* 
one is as God has madci him, and I do not want to deceive 
any})ody. I do not know hy what law of my nature it is 
tliat I should prefer being sliot at»to being treatcnl Avitii 
kindness. I warn you, therefore, not tc; bestow so mu(‘.h 
attention on me, for if you do, you Avill be the caus(3 of my 
suffi^cating in this IkhI, to w>e‘ch my bad fortune lias l)Ound 
me. I Avas not borji to n^ceive favours, nor to bestow or 
r(‘pn;f them ; and, consequ(jntly, T lmv(3 always tried to avoid 
the ecnipany nf ladies, children, hypocrites, or any other 
])acilic and timid persons. I am a daring MIoav, AAdiom no 

has been al)l(‘- to endure since my Inrth — muthm' as a 
]H>y, nor ns a youtli, nor as an old man, AAdiicb 1 am iioav 
l)ecoming. All Madrid calls me Captain S))itlii*(‘. So you 
may sit (Ioaaui and arranges Avhen I shall bi‘ taken to the lios- 
])ital on a stretcher. T have finislied.^^ 

r>ear me ! what a man ! ’’ exidaimed the horrilied Doha 
Teresa. 

All m(3U should 1)0 as I am,'* replied th(3 Captain, ^‘Tlui 
world Avould go on much better, or rather it Avould have 
ended long ago." 

Augusiias smiled. 

Do not smile, Sc^horita ; that is scoffing at a poor invalid, 
incapable of d(div(uing you from his privseimo hy flight," 
continued tlie Avounded man, with a slight (‘xpivssion of 
melancholy, I knoAv that 1 seem to you very ill-hred, hut 
b(ilieA"e m(3 I don’t res(?ut your thinking so ; on the contrary, 
I should resent it if you first lield me AA’-orthy of appreciation, 
and afterwards accused me of being the caus(^ of yonr liaving 
fallen into such an error. Oh, if 1 could hut get hold of 
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the infamouJi rascal whS brought me to thin hoiise, only to 
incommode you and dishonour me.” 

** It was we who carried you here — I, the Sefiora, and the 
Behorita,” ])roke forth tlio (Jralician, who had been awakene<l 
and attracted by the noise of this argument. “You were 
Weeding outside the door, and the Seiiorita took ]nty on you. 
I was also a little sorry for you, and, as the Sefiora was sorry 
too, we all three (tai-ried you in, and v(}ry lioavy you are, 
tlumgh you look so thin/’ 

Th(' Captain was again l>econiing very anirry, seeing 
another woman a]>pear on the srcoie ; but tl)e Cali(‘ian’s 
account inpuvssed Jiim so muc iu th *' lie ('caild iiotr help 
saying, 

1 am V(uy sorry that tliis good work was not done- for a 
better man tliau I am. What m‘(‘essi{.v was thei*(‘, that vou 
should h<‘come accpiaiiilcHj witli (Captain Spitfire?” 

Dona Terc'sa looke d at luu daiighb i' signiticantly, as if she 
wished to say that tin* poor man was. aftej* all, less wicked 
and ferocious than lie rejiresimted hniisidf to bii ; and Augus- 
tias smiled in rejdy with exquisite grace, being evidiuitly of 
the same ojiiiiion. In the iii(*.an while, tlu^ elogiacal (rulician 
said, in lachrymose tones: 

“ The Sehor would lie still more sorry if he knew <.hat tlie 
Befiorita went herself to fotcli the doctor, and that when th<< 
poor young lady was crossing the road tl»ey fin*d at her ; and 
look, a ball W(mt through her skirt.’’ 

“I should never have mentioned it to you, Sefmr Captain, 
for fear of instating you,” explaimal i]i<‘ ilamncl, in a modest 
though bantering tone of voice, otisting duiwui lier eyes, and 
smiling more graciously than before. “ But as Kosa has told 
you all, I must ask you to forgive im^ for the sake of the 
terror I caused my dear mother, and which has hrought on 
slight fever.” 
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The Captain, overwhelmed witK astonishment, kept his 
mouth wide open, and looked alteinately at Auguatias, Dona 
Teresa, and the servant ; and when the young lady ceased 
speaking, he closed his eyes, uttered a kind of groan, and, 
raising his clenched hands to heaven, exclaimed : 

Ch’uel ])eople ! Then yon tliree are detennined to make 
me your vslave or Jangliiag-stock ; t# make, me weep and 
utter soft words ! I a a K'>t if I yi(‘ld ! will escape ! 

A ])reitv thing if, nl .ui'. I am to the s])ort of the 
tvi’anny of tliree \rom(‘ri ! Sefiora,’' he e.outijiut*,d, with 
grea< a<hh'<‘S'<ing tlie willow, if you do not tliis 

^ N v\ fn- leem [o vonr vooui, end winm von rtriMU hod 

laL’o . . j.j|) {>: is.nie, I will tear olf all t)ies(3 Iwndagos and 
VIVAS and di(‘. in \ w niinnt.e,s, which God hwlhd. As to you, 
ScMorita Angustia-N do ji>‘‘ the favour to <:all in a watehman, 
and tell him to t:o to ilie jiou*>e of the Marquis de lo< 
Toniillaros, Xo, Ti, Awfim* dc* 8an Fraueis^s), aiel say tliat 
liis Tie])hew. I )nTi Joige <h* ( -ordol)a,, awaits liini htu’e vseriously 
Wi.'unded. Tin n you must retire too, and leav'*, me in tin* 
Jiands of tliis insupporiahle Galician, wlio can giv(* nn* 
oe.casiomdly a, little sugar and water, tlie only ndreshment I 
slmll n(*ed till iny IJnchc Alvaro arrives. Now Tve sj>okem 
Count(*ss, and you must la’giii hy going to bed.” 

The mother and daughtm* nodded to one anotlier, and the 
former re] >1 led, sor>thingly : 

“ 1 will givf you an exanqile of ohedionce and gocal sense. 
Good night, S{ uo ’ ('a]>lain, till to-mon’ow.^’ 

And I als(» will he obedient,'* added Augustias, after writ- 
ing down the eboleric Captain's name and bis uncle's address, 
** But as 1 am very s](‘(‘j)y, allow me to ))nt otf sending that 
message to the Marijuis de los Tomillaros till to-morjow. 
Good night, Sefior Don Jorge, nntil then. Don't forget to 
keep (|uiet." 
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^‘I'm not going to stay up alone wlfeli the gentleman!” 
<*rie(l the Galician. deviFs temper makes my hair 

Htand on end, and Ihn all of a tremble, like a fawn.” 

lie easy, pretty one ! ” replied the Captain. “ You will 
find me gentler and more amiable with you than with your 
young mistress.” 

Dofia Teresa and Augustias could not resist laughing on 
Imaring this firsi> good-humoured sally of their almost insup- 
poitalde guest. 

And now you see, reader, how sucli mournful and tragic 
acfuies, as those of that afternoon and evening, were concluded 
and crowned ])y a little joy and merriment. So certarn is it 
tliat all is fleeting and transitory in this woild, happmt*ss as 
well as grief, for, in th(‘ words of tlie proverb, there is no 
good or (»vil un(l(?r any roof which lasts for a hundred years. 


Yll. 

At (dglit o’clock the stuue morning, wlien, hy God’s mercy, 
tln*r(* weu^ no signs of barricades or riot, Doctor Sanchez was 
in th(‘ huusf^ of the so-called Counte>ss d(j Santurce for tin* 
pinpose of subjecting the (dioleric Captain’s brok( ii leg to a 
iinal opin*ation. 

Tliat morning the patient had taken a fancy to remaiji 
silejit. Before the jminful instruments were ns(‘d In*, liad 
only o}>enod his mouth on one oec^ision, wdien In*, addi‘oss(id 
some brief and liarsli observations to Dona Teresa and 
Augustias, in reply to the courteous ‘MJood morning” tln^y 
saluted him Mith. 

To the mother he said : 

Good lieavejis, Sonora ! Why on earth have you got up, ^ 
when you are so ill ? Do you want to make my shame and 
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il'uoiiuuy still greai&r ? Are you detomiufd to kill Uio by 
dint of kindness?^' 

And to the daughter : 

“Whatever does it matter to you whether I am better or 
worse ? Come to the point. Have you sent to my uncle, 
so that he may remove me from here, and deliver me from 
all fuss and ceremony 1 ” 

“ Y(‘s, my angry Captain; half an Lour figo the porter left 
with the message,” f raurpiilly replie.d the young lady, arrang- 
ing tlie pillows. 

A.' regards the susceptible Countess, it is unnecessary to 
sa'‘ I y^di she was agaiii vexed with her guest on hearing his 
vioieiit JiUiguage. She decided to speak to him no more, and 
confined herself to making lint and bandages^* occasionally 
asking the imperturbable Doctor Hanchez, with dee]) interest, 
how tlic wounded man was progressing (without condescend- 
ing to mention the latter by name), whetlmr he would be 
lame, if he might take at noon a little chicken and ham 
broth, and whether it was necessary to have sand strewn in 
the street, so tliat the noise of the carriages should not annoy 
him. 

The medical man, with his accustomed skill, ascertained 
that there was nothing to fear from the wound in the forehead, 
thanks to the vigorous constitution of the invalid, in wliom 
tlnu'e were now no symptoms of cerebral disturbance or fever ; 
but the doctor’s diagnosis was not so favourable regarding 
tlie fracture of the leg. He again described this as grave and 
dangerous — the tibia being much injured — and recommended 
Don Jorge absolute rest, if he was anxious to escape the 
performanc e of an amputation ami the risk even of death 
itself. The doctor expressed himself strongly and plainly, 
not alone through lack of aii in concealing his ideas, ^ but 
because he had already formed an opinion as to the wilful 
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and unruly characicr of liis patient. But he did not, in fact, 
succeed in terrifying liim, for his words were received only 
with a smile of incredulity and scorn. 

llti did, however, frighten the three good women : Doha 
Teresa, through pure humanity; Augustias, through a certain 
noble feeling of duty wliich induced her to tend and tame 
this heroic and eccentrk personage ; and the servant, through 
instinctive terror of blood, mutilation, and possible death. 

The Captain oixserved the anxiety of his nurses, and, 
abandoning the (j[uiet and calm way in which he was 
undergoing the operation, exclaimed, furiously, to Doctor 
Sanchez : « 

‘‘ Bellow ^ why did not you tell me all that privately 1 If 
you arc a clever doctor, that is no reason why you should not 
have a good heart. 1 say this, because you see what long 
and sad faces you’ve caused these ladies to have,” Here 
the patient was obliged to stop, being overcome by the 
terrible pain occasioned by the doctor setting the broken 
bone. 

Bah ! ” he soon added. ‘‘ It seems that I am to stop here 
just b(^iause there is nothing that excites me so much as 
women’s tears.” 

The Captain was again silent, and bit his lips for a few 
momentvs, but did not utter a single groan. Unquestionably 
he was in great agony. 

^‘Bortlio rest, Scfiora,” he contiuiUHl, addressing Doha 
J eresa, ^‘it seems to me that then', is no reason why you should 
1 egard me with such odium, for my Uncle Alvaro will be 
here directly to deliver you from Captain Spitfire. Then the 
Sohor Doctor will see — hang it, man, don’t press so tightly ! — 
that, in spiti^ of what he says about my being in an unlit 
state to be moved — confound you, what a rough hand you’ve 
gut ! — four soldiers will carry me on a litter to my house 
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which will put an end to these niinncry-Iike scenes. Iically 
all this is the height of absurdity ! Brotlis for me. ! A 
cliicken diet! Lay sand in the street on myhiccoiiiitl Am 
I, by chance, a drawing-room soldier that I must bo treated 
with such ridiculous tenderness 

Doha Teresa was about to reply, when, fortunately, there* 
was a knock at the door, and Rosa announced the Marquis 
de los Tomillaros. 

Thank heaven !” they ail exclaimed at the same time, 
altliough with different meanings. 

The airival of the Marquis coincided W’tli the conclusion 
of tiie (»p(*iat)OTu Don Jorge wan ])erspiring from ])aiu, and 
Augusiias gave him a little vinegar and water, wheroAipon 
he breathed more easily, and thanked Ijer. 

'The Manjuis at this moment reached the bedside, accom- 
panied by the widow. 


VIII. 

Don Alvaro db Cordoba y Alvarez db Toledo was a veyy 
ilistiiiguished man, clean-shaven, and already shaven at that 
early hour ; he was about sixty years of age, with a full, pacific, 
and amiable-looking countenance, indicatives of tlie calmm^ss 
and benignity of his heart, and so neat, symmetrical, and tde- 
gant in his dress, that he. seemed to be the personification of 
method and order. Although lie was rcjally much concemetl at 
the accident that had befallen his relative, lie exhibited no 
signs of discomposure, and did not fail a single jot in tin* 
most scrupulous courtesy. He bowed very poIit(Jy to 
Augustias, the doctor, and even slightly to the Galician, 
although Sefiora Barbastro had not introduced^ her to liim ; 
and then, and not till then, he cast a hmg, paternal, austere, 



26 


CAPTAIN SPITFIEE. 


and alfoctionate glance towards the Captain, as if lie were 
admonisliing ainl sympatliising with him at the same time. 

In the meanwhile Dona Teresa, and alxn^e all the loqua- 
cious liosa, who was careful Uj address her mistress repeatedly'' 
hy the disput(‘.d titles, informed the ceremonious Marquis of 
all that had occuiTod in the house and in the iminediatt> 
neighbourliood, from the jirevious afternoon when the first 
shot was bred utitil that V(*ry moment, without omitting to 
immtion Don Jorge’s repugnance to being waited upon and 
(tomloled with ])y those who ha<l saved his life. 

As soon as the widow and the Galician had ceased speak- 
ing, the Miii*(|ui.s interrogated Doctor Sanchez, who informed 
him of the nature of the Captain’s wounds, and insisted 
upon his not being removed to any other place, under jiain of 
compromising tlie mm;, and possibly risking the patient’s life. 

I'ltimately Don Alvaro turned towards Augustias with a 
qm^stioning mien, as if enquiring whether she wished to add 
any tiling to the account given hy the others; and seeing 
that th(3 young lady had confined herself to making a slight 
iK'gative bow, Ins Exctdiency took tliose nasal and lariiigeal 
])rec}Uitions ]iroper to an orator about to address the Senate 
(the Marquis, it should be stated, was a Senator), and 
said seriously, yet affably : 

‘'Gentlemen! In the midst of the tribulation which 
afflicts us, and avoiding political considerations concerning 
llie. sad events of yesterday, it seems to me tlmt we may 
complain— ” 

“ 1 )on’t you complain ; you are not hurt ! But when will 
it be )uy turn to speak f’ interrupted the choleric Captain. 

“Never, my dear Jorge,” replied the Marquis, suavely. 

“ know you too well for it to be necessary for you to 
explain to rue your positive or negative acts. The account 
given by these ladies is sufficient for me,” 
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The Captain, in whom one had already observed ilie pi*o 
found respect, or possible contempt, with which he syste- 
matically refrained from contradicting his illustrious uncle, 
philosophically folded his arms, fixed his eyes on the ceiling, 
and began to hum a patriotic air. 

“ I was saying,” continued the Marquis, that good has 
follo'wed upon evil. The fresh misfortune brought upon 
himself by my incomgible and much-beiovQd jt'clative, Don 
Jorge de Cordoba, v iioni no one ordered to engage in yester- 
day’s conflict (lor he is oxi half-pay, and he bad already 
i‘c(‘uved many warnings to keep aloof from acts of chivalry) 
is a irliitti T to be — or rather, which has been — easily reme- 
died, thanks to the heroism of tliis bravo ychorita, the 
charitable sentiments of the Countos.'*” ilc yanturce, the 
skill of the worthy doctor in medicine and surge*.ry, Senor 
Sanchez, whose fame lias been familiar to me for many years, 
and the zeal of this diligent domestic — ” 

Here the Galician burst into tears. 

‘‘But let us now pass on to the ilisiiositive part,” con- 
tinued the Marquis, in whom the organ of classifl cation and 
demarcation evidently predominated. “ Ladies and gentlc*- 
meu : Assuming tliat, in tlie judgment of science, whicli iu 
iiiis case is consonant with common sense, it would be very 
<Iaiigerous to remove our interesting j>atient and my neplJe^v, 
Don Jorge de Cordoba, from this hospitable bed, I resign 
myself to liis continuing to hicommode this peaceful lioust*- 
hold until he. is able to be transferred to his house or mine. 
And, oh, dear nephew, let your generous heart and the illus- 
trious name you bear induce you to abandon certain college, 
barrack, and club-house habits, which might cause oflence 
or anxiety to this lioiioundih* lady and this worthy damsel, 
who, efiicaciously seconded by tlieir activ(^. ^aud r(*lmst 
domestic, saved you from dying in the middle of the sti‘(^<d. 
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Do not reply. You know that I tUways think much o>ti- 
mattcTH before I state my j)kns, and that I never abandon 
my decision. For the rest, the Countess and I will have 
some })rivate talk regarding certain insignificant details 
of procedure, which shall give a natural and admissible form 
to what will always be at bottom an act of great charity 
on her jjart. And as^by means of this short discourse, for 
which I did not come prepared, I have ex})lained the different 
aspects and pfiases of the question, I now refrain from further 
o])servatioiis. I have done.” 

Tile Captain continued humming his tune with his angry 
(iyes fixed so sti'adily on the ceiling »uul shining so brightly, 
tliat we scarcely know how it was that the ceiling escaped 
catching lire. 

Augnstias and her mother, seeing the- enemy thuvs rout(id, 
liad tried two or thr^'.c times to aiTCst his attention in order 
to calm and console him, but h(^ replied only by rapid and 
lieevish gestures, very much like tlircats of vengeance, aiul 
returning immediately to his patriotic music with a still more 
lively and ardeut expressiun. 

It might be said that he W'as a lunatic in the presence of 
his keeper, the Marquis. 


IX. 

Doc'Toii Sanchez having retired, the Marquis again solicited 
a few minutes’ inivute conversation with the widow. 

Doha Teresa conducted him to her cabinet, situated a^ the 
uj)pusite end of the room, and as somi as the two were scateil 
llic man of the world commenced by asking fur some water 
tenipcred whh a little sugar, alleging that it always fatigued 
him to speak twice consecutively, since the three days’ dis- 
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course lie liad delivered in the Senate against railroads and 
telegraphs ; but his real object in asking for water was to 
give time to the widow to explain who the Greneral and Count 
was, of whom the good nobleman had never heard until that 
(lay — information of the greatest importance, inasmuch as the 
subject of money was abtiut to be discussed. 

The reader cun easii;/ imagine with^vhat pleasure the poor 
lady (‘Xplained her at the first hint Cropi Don Alvaro. 
8ln‘ I'fdated th(^ liisior} of hccr legal proceedings iVom begin- 
ning to end, without forgetting to recite all the words con- 
buiied in Article 10 of the Gonveiitirrx of Vergara, which 
slo' libd ieaviii by laurt ; ar\4 when at last there remained 
iK>tliuig more for her to say, and she began to fa^n herself in 
sign of truce, the Manpiis seked the opportunity, cleared his 
throat, and spoke* as follows : 

“ You have the ill-luck, Countess, to luui^our in yt)ur 
dwelling one of the most intractable and irrecoticilable men 
God ev('T cast n]vm the earth. I will not say that he appi^ars 
to me to be t|uitc a demon, but one must be an angel, or love 
and pity liiin as 1 do, to i)ut up with his impertineuces, out- 
bursts, and follies. It is suliicient for you to know that the 
dissipated and by no means timid people with whom he 
associates in clubs and cafes mv. in the habit of calling him 
‘ Captain Spitfire,’ seeing that he becomes very angry and 
is ready to break anybody’s skull on the sliglitest provocation. 
1 am bound, however, to observe, for your personal tran- 
quillity and that of your family, that lie is a man of honour 
and delicacy, and is not only incapable of offending the 
modesty of any lady, but is excessively diffident and shy 
when in tiie society of thc‘> fair sex. I will say more : in spite 
of his perpetual irascibility, he has done no real harm to aii} - 
liody but himself ; and as for your humble scryant, you will 
have seen that he treats me with the respect and aflection 
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dut‘ to a kind of (ddor broth e.r or «ccoii<l fiJihev, lUit, not- 
witLstanding this, I repeat it is inipossible to live with liim, as 
is proved by the eloquent fact tliat he being a bachelor, and 1 
widower, and neither of us having any other relative or 
presumptive heirs, he does not inhabit my very roomy house, 
w^hich of course the silly fellow could do if he so desired, for 
I must inform you thal by nature and education I am very 
patient, tolerant, jind complaisant with persons who respect 
my tastes, hours, habits, ideas, and affections. 

“ This very mildness of disposition on my part is, to all 
appearance, that which makes us disagree in family life, as luis 
Ijeen proved by divers experiments, fc*r he is (!xas])erat^jd by 
polite and c^nirteoiis forms, tender and affectionate BC(‘Jies, and 
everything tliat is jiot harsli, rough, strong, and wailike 
This was j)erha])S to be expecteil. was brought u]» wiili- 
out a mother, and oven without a nurs<‘. His luothi'r di'^d 
in bringing him into the world, and his father, not wishing 
to be troubled with wet aiurses, ])OUgiit a goat — a wild one a.- 
it hajqiened — and so suckled him, Tlie moi]ie.iit ilu' .s(‘rvie('s "f 
the goat were dis})eus(‘(l with tlie hoy was sent away t<> Ix -ardiiig 
seliool, for his father, my [Joor ]'r«>tljer hodteiek, r(»]nnii(l<‘d 
biiicidc a sliort time after lie became a widows r. He liad not 
yet any hair on his chin when In* w»jnt to liglit savages in 
.\merica, wdience lie retiU’iied to 8[>ain to lignn* in our se^'(‘l: 
years’ civil war. He would now l»e a general if he had not 
always quarrelled with liis superiors from tlu* moimiiit lie 
put on his cadet’s epaulettes ; the f(‘w promotions and 
iip])ointments which he has obtained up to the present time 
have cost him prodigies of valour, and I do not know liow 
many wounds, as without these he would never liave betm 
recommended for rew'ards by his chiefs, who were* always liis 
eneViies on account of the hitter truths be was accustoni(*d to 
addre.ss to tlnmi. He has Uhui seventeen tinu's under arrest. 
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an<] tinu^s a prisoner in cliffcront fortresses, and all for 
iusiiliordijuiiion. Ho has never apoloj^isod for anything he 
has dop*' 1 During peace he ]i;is always ho''4i ujjeniployed, for 
if, in Tfiv]Kniods of political favour, T siK'^H^eded ii> ‘obtaining 
for hiu< a place in a military estaldisliinont or elsewhere, he. 
was invariably sent hack lionn‘ wnthiu twanity four hours. 
He has called out two >Mmist<irs of* War, and he would 
liavi' been shot long ago but for my naive and^liis indispiit- 
abit ralour, 

N^otW'ithstaiiding liis ]i(»rrihif‘ conduct, and seeing that 
lie had ganioled away liis iitth? f. rtune at the wi-ked (lasino 
del r»incipc, atid that his lialf-pay was not sullicienl to live 
upon eoi\-'ist(‘nt]y wiiJi his social position. I, ahoui six years 
,'e' . b:\d Uie risky uh a of appointing him steward of my 
Jionst hold and e,staies,tiirown into confusion by the successive 
(loatlis of the tlireci last owners (my father and ujy brothers, 
Al]dionsn and Henry) and much deteriorated and embarrassed 
in consecpieiK^e of tljose frecpient proprietary changes. It was 
Provideiict*, no doubt, that inspired me with such a daring 
thought ! From tliat day rwder and prosperity marked my 
atlairs ; old and unfaithful administrators lost their posts or 
wcr(i siuhh'iily converted into saints; and in the following 
year my reviuiiu^s wero doubled, in fact, almost quadrupled, 
owing to tlie r(*f(;rms introduced by Don Jorge. With regard 
to cattle breeding, J am aide to say that I now possess the 
host sh(M3p ill Aragon. And to perform thesci miracles, he has 
only to pay an occasional visit on horseback to my estates 
(carrying liis sword in his hand like a stick) and to oecut^y 
liimsclf a]>out an hour a day with the account hooks. He 
receives a salary of thirty thousand reals, and I do not giv(3 
him more, because on the last day of every month he lose^at 
cards wdiatever remains after paying for Ids fKxkand clothes, 
which are his only necessaries of life, _ I Jo not speak of hie ^ 
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half-pay, because that is always attached for the payment of 
sonic line he has incurred for disrespec't to the authorities. 

To conclude : in spite of all I love and pity him, as I 
should a naughty child. IS^ot having any cliildrcn of my 
own, though 1 liave been thrice married, and as by the law 
my noble title will devolve on my neph(‘w, I think of 
bequeathing him all my wealth ; of whicli inttmtion the 
foolish f(‘llov* Ihis not tlie slightest idea, and, I hope, never 
will have ; for if he knew it, he would relinquish his pOvSt, 
or try to ruin me, so that no one should think liim personally 
int(U‘ested in my fortune. He believes, no doubt — bis bedief 
being founded on a])pearances and false rumours — that I con- 
template leaving my property to a certain niec(‘ of my tbird 
wife’s, and I have allowed liim to remain under tliis i'alse 
impression, for the before-mentioned reasons. Fancy, then, 
Ins disappointment on the day when he inherits my nine* 
millions ! What a noise he wonld make with them in th(' 
world ! I feel positive that within three months lie would 
either be President of the Council of Ministers and Ministeu' 
AVar, or else bo shot by order of General Narvaez, who holds 
those posts at the present time. My greatest jdoasure would 
have been to see him married, to try if matrimony could 
tame and soften liim ; l)ut Jorge is incapable of falling in 
love, and he wbitld not confess it if he did, nor would any 
woman be ablcj to live with such a hedgelmg. Such is our 
famous Captain, impartially drawn ; wlierefore I pray you to 
)xav<‘ patience to endure him for a few weeks, relying that 
I shall not fail to acknowledge what you do for his health 
and life, as if it were done for myself.” 

(.)ii t(irminati ug this part of his oration, the Marquis pulled 
o^t and \infolded his pocket-handkerchief, and placed it 
across his forehead, although he was not p<irspiring. Then 
he refolded it symmetrically, put it back in his coat pocket. 
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drank a few dro]>s of water, and, changing his attitude and 
tone, continnod : 

Let us now speak of certain details, unbeconung, to a 
certain extent, to persons in our position, but the discussion of 
which is inevitable. Fatality, Countess, has brought to this 
house a stranger, an \inknown, Don Jorge de Cordoba, and will 
prevent him leaving it for six or seven we^ks. You never before 
hoard of this man, but he has a relative, a millionaire — and 
you are not rich, as you liaA^e just informed me.' 

r am !" int(‘iTuj)ted the widow, boldly. 

‘‘ are not ! and it is to your honour, seeing that your 
magiMU’jaous husband mined himself by defending the 
nol)h'st cause — yes, Sonora, I also am something of a 
Carlist.” 

If you wen^ Don Carlos himself, I would refuse what 
you wer(» about to offer. Let us speak of something (3lse, 
or close this conversation, I will never ac(3ept a stranger’s 
jijoney for fullilling the duties of a Christian ! 

Thit, Re flora, you arc not a physician, or an apothecar}", 
or ” 

^‘My purse will provide all that your nephew needs. On tlui 
numerous occasions when my husband fell wounded, defend- 
ing Don Carlos, excepting the last — when no one came to hel]) 
him and he hied to death in the middle^of a wood — he was 
sncconr(;d hy some peasants cd Navarre and Arag(ui, who 
would accept no r<Hjcmpense or present. I Avill act the same 
hy J)on Jorge d<* Cordoba, whatever his family of jin'llirmairos 
may wish.” 

“ Neveiilieless, Countess, T cannot permit this,” observed 
the Marquis, partly pleased, ])artly annoyed, 

Whqjt you will never be able to deprive me of is the 
great honour which heaven conferred upon me yesterda^. 
My deceased husband once related to me that when a mer- 

B 
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chant vessel or a man-of-war discovers a shipwrecked man in 
the solitude of the sea, and saves him from death, tliat man is 
rc^ceived on board Avith royal honours, although he be but a 
humble mariner. The crew man the yards, a rich carpet is laid 
over the starboard ladder, and the band and drums play the 
Koyal Spanisli Marcli. Do you kiunv why ? Ijecaus(3 in that 
shipwrecked man tli# crew see acreatiu'e sent by Provi<leiicc ! 
I will do tlic game by your ne];)hew. I will put all my })oor 
foi*tim<3 as a carpet at liis feet, and I would put millions if 1 
bad them r* 

“ Madam, exclaimed tlie Marquis, visibly Aveeping, led 
me kiss your hand.” 

‘‘And* allow me, dear mamma, to j)roudly embrace you,'* 
added Augustias, who had Inward all the conversation from 
the other side of the door. 

Dona Teresa also began to weep on finding herself so 
applauded and estecmtul. And as the Galician, ohsicrviiig 
the others crying, did not wish to lose the opportunity to shed 
tears Avithout knoAving Avhy, there was so much snivelling, and 
such a shoal of henedictions, that Ave had better proceed to the 
next chapter, for fear our readers may also go off weeping, 
leaving us with no one whom we can continue to relate 
this poor story to. 


X. 

“ JoiiGE,” said the Marquis to the Captain, returning to th(3 
bedside of the patient, with tlie air of one about to talce his 
departure, “I am going to leave you. The Countess will 
not consent to our paying even the physician and apotliecary, 
^0 you Avill be here as in the house of your own mother, if 
she were alive. 1 Avill not say anything to^you^of the obli- 
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Ration you are under to behave towards these ladies with 
amiability and good-breeding — in accordance with your high- 
minded Bcntiments, of which I have no doubts, and with tlie 
examples of urbanity and courtesy that I have given you — 
for it ivs the least you can and ought to do out of complaisance 
to i)crsons so good priiiciidcd an<l charitable. In the after- 
noon 1 will return lu‘re, if the Cotfntess will grant me 
]»ermission to do so, and 1 will send you si4ug clean linen, 
some dcKUiinents that iirg( nlly re(piiro your signature, and 
some cigarettes. Tell mo if you want anything else, eitlu^r 
from your house or mine.’^ 

are so good,’^ replied the Caj)tain, bring me a 
little, cotton -wool and a pair of blue spectacles.” 

Why ? ” 

“ The cotton w^ool to stuff in my oars, so that I may not 
hoar idle words, and tlioblue s]>ectaclcs that no one may read 
in my (‘.yes the atrocious tilings I think.” 

“ Go to tlie devil!” rejilied the Marquis, unable to pre.serve 
his gravity. It wms the same wdth Doha Teresa and Augus- 
tiiis, both of wdiom (?-ould not refrain from laughing. 

Thereupon the nobleman took leave, addressing the most 
expwissivc and afletdionatc phrases to the ladies, j^^st as if he 
had known and been on visiting terms with tliem for a long 
time. 

“An excellent man !” exclaimed the wddow, glancing in 
a sidelong fasliioii at the Cajitain. 

“A Y(ny nice gentleman indeed!” said the Galician, 
examining a gold coin wdiich the Martpii.s had given her. 

“A humbug!” exclaimed the WTmnd(^d man, addressing 
the silent Augustias, “ He is just like what the ladies would 
wish all men to be. Ah ! traitor ! How seraphic ! Com- 
])liment-monger ! You magpie ! You nun’s Ja,p-dog ! I 
will not die before I’ve paid you out for the trick youVe^ 

B 2 
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j)kyed me to-day, leaving me in the power of my eueniio». 
As soon as I am recovered I will leave him and his office, and 
apply for the governorship of a prison, so as to live among 
]>eople who will not irritate me with boasts of honour 
and sensibility. Here, Senorita Augustias, will yon kindly 
tell me why you are laughing at me ? Have I a monkey’s 
face?'*’ 

‘‘Why, I waff* laughing on thinking how ugly you would 
look in blue spectacles.” 

“ Hotter and better ! In that case you will be delivered 
from t)ie danger of falling in Jove with me,” replied the 
Ca])tain, furiously. 

Augustias burst out laughing, Doha Tert‘-sa turned i>ale, 
and the Galician broke forth, speaking with the velocity 
ten words t(j a second : 

•‘My young mistress is not used. to falling in love with 
anyon(\ Since I’ve had this jdacc she lias refused an apo- 
tliecary in the Calle Ma^’or, who keeps his carriage, and the 
lawyer who is conducting tlie Senora^s action, and he is a 
millionaire, though scarcely older tlian you, and three or four 
o tilers.” 

“ Hold your tongue,” said the mother, in a luelancholy tone. 
“ 13o you not know that the Captain's ex[>ressious are meiv. 
ilow(‘rs of speech. 1 1 appily, his uncle has explained to me 
all that was important to know in regard to tint liiniiours of 
our \t‘vy amialilo gii(‘st. I am glad, tlien, to sei' liim in such 
a good temper ; and would that my feeling of fatigue })er- 
mitied me to joke also.” 

The Captain looked a little enibarrassed, as if he were 
meditating some excuse or satisfaction to offer to the inother 
and daughter. But he only said, with the voice and coun- 
tenanco of ai? angry child coming to reason, 

“Augustias, when this wretched leg does not pain me 
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ij[uite so much we will have a game at cards together. Will 
that suit you V’ 

It will indeed be a signal honour for me,” replied the 
youn^r lady, giving him his medicine. 

Don Jorge looked at her, and smiled amicably for the first 
time in his life. 

In conversations and disputes of this kind a fortnight or 
till weeks passeil away, and the Cajitain t'as progressing 
favourably. Only a small scar vcmaineu on his forehead, 
ahu ike ](*g I'ono was knitting it -.o‘f together. 

‘‘This man’s flesh is Jiko a dog’s,” the member of the 
faculty was in the habit of saying. 

“ Thanks, old sawbones,” replied the Captain, in a tone 
of atlectiouate frankness. 

Dona Teresa and her guest Avere also beginning to feed 
much affection for one another, although they were always 
quarrelling. Don Jorge daily expressed an opinion that slie 
would be unsuccessful in her l(!gul proceedings, Arhicli occji* 
siiuied the widow much uneasiness ; but immediately after- 
wards lu* invited li(*r to sit down at his bedside, and told 
her that during the civil wiir he had often heard of the 
partisan Jlarbastro, although not with the title of (General 
01* Count, as one of the most valiant and distinguished of 
Carlist cliicfs, possi^sseal of most liumane and noble senti- 
ments. But Avlien lie saAv her sad and taciturn, be was 
cartdul not iv joke with her about the law-suit, and called 
her by her title, which at juicc pleased and cliecrcd lier ; or 
ho sung to luu* sonic of the popular songs of Aragon, in 
Avhieh province he Avas born, melodies that recalled to lier 
her courtshi]) by the deceased Carlist, and excited her en- 
thusiasm, making her Aveep and laugh at the same time. 

Thfs amiability on the part of the Captain, find especially 
the Aragonesi*. songs; Averc^ tlie laotlier’s t*xcliisiv(* privileg/^ 
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for arf soon as Augustias approached the alcove in which the 
Cfi])tain’.s l)ed was situated, .they ceased completely, and thti 
invalid jmt on the face of a Turk. He seemed to have 
a deadly hatred for tlie beautiful damsel, perhaps for tlic 
reason that he never succeeded* in inducing her to dispute 
■vvitli him, or saw hei- out of temper, or take seriously the. 
atrocious things he was always uttering, or abandon her air 
of somewhat feaht<iriiig serenity, which th(^ invalid called 
constant iiisidt. It was observed, however, that when An- 
gustias was late in coming to say, “Good morning,^' the 
wicked Don Jorge asked a hundred times, in his ten*iblc 
way : . 

“And whore is shol Dona Nausea? That lazy young 
^voman ? Is her ladyshij) still asleep ? AVliy did she permit 
you t(; got up so (Mirly, and wday lias sh(‘ not l)rought me my 
c]iocolat(‘ ? /Perhaps she is ill, the yemng Princess de 
Santurce ?” 

These were lus wonls when he addressed tin* motlier; but 
he was more furious Avdien lie sjioke to the, servant. 

“Hearken and o1)ey, you monstrous Galieiaii, Toll your 
iusutferable young mistress that it is eiglit o’clock and 1 am 
luingry. Tell her slie need not come dressed uj) so primly 
and elegantly — say 1 detest her in '‘.very possibb‘, ^v^iyy and 
wuth all my five senses. And, finally, that if she does not 
cohie soon, I will not play cards with her.” 

This game of cards w^as a eume<ly, and almost, a daily 
drama, Tlie Captain pla 3 n*d l)etter than Augustias, luit she 
had more luck, and the game generally concluded by the 
spoilt child of forty throwing the cards up to tlie ceiling 
or on Lo the lloor ; for he could not endure the gracious calnn 
ness 4 with wliich the young lady always spoke to him. 
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XI. 

Things were at this point when one beautiful spring morn- 
ing Don Jorgo and liis charming emuny exchanged grave 
words n])on the quesli'^n wlieilier th(^ window of the {ih'.ove 
in wliieh the b(‘d mm..s sitnat(‘d should ])e opened or not. 

Thv You Avill drive me mad, nJver contradict- 

ing me, or htung annoyed when I talk nonsense. You desjuse 
nn . If you wck*. a man, Fin sure we sh' uld come to l)l(>ws.’’ 

I w'cre a man 1 sliould langli at all your 
humonrs the sann*. as J do being a w'omau ; ;pid jud- we 
sliould be very good friends.” 

Th(‘ Captain, — “ Friends — you and I? Impossibh^ ! You 
hav(*. the confounded gift of overwlndming and (5xasf)erating 
ni(' with your jaudonce. I should never b(» a iVi(Uid of yours, 
l)ut your slave*. ; and in order not to be so, I should propose*,, 
if you were only a man, that we should figlit till d(*,ath, like* 
enemies as we are. Since, however, as you are a girl ” 

An(judi(ti^, — ‘‘ fb) on, pray. Do not be S2>ai’iiig of your 
gallantries.” 

Tits Capiain, — “Yes, Soiiorita, I will speak to you with all 
frankness. I have always had an instinctive aversion to 
women, the natural enemies of the power and dignity of 
men, as proved hy Ev(^, Armida, that other creature who cut 
off Samson’s hair, and many otliers cited by my mich*,, Fut 
if then* is anything that terrifies me more than a woman, it 
is a young lady, and above all one of those innocent and pro- 
fesseilly sensible young ladies with dove’s eyes and rosy lipj^i^ 
tlio form of a serpent of Paradise, and the face of a]i enchanting 
siren, with lily-white hands that conceal the claws of a ti^ger, 
and crocodile’s tears, capable of deceiving and ruining all tin* 
saints of heaven. So my constant ylan i.s to flee from suen 
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folks as you. For, tell me, what weapons has a man like liiii 
to use a^^ainsi a tyrant of twenty summers, whose stren^llt**' 
consists in her own weakness. Is it decorously possible to 
strike a woman ? I>y no means. In this case, then, what 
course is open to him wlien he knows that a certain pretty 
and neat, hut silly girl dominates and rules liimr^ 

Aiujttdlnti, — ‘‘Do as I do when you condescend to say 
these atrocious \liings to me. Listen to them and smile. 
For you must have observed I am not of a tearful tem])er, 
which renders your saying about croco<Iile\s tears perfe(ttly 
superfluous, so far as it w^as inbuebal to ap[)Iy to a person 
like me.” 

Tha Ciipiaiiir- “ You know how to wound, I see. Tliat 
reply of yours must have been promiiteJ by Lucifer. Smile ! 
Laugh at me, you m(‘an. That is what you are continually 
doing. Wlien you ])ierced me witli that now jumiard, I 
said to myself tliat of all the damsels I ever feared meeting 
on this earth you W(n*e the most terrible, the most odious, to 
a man of my huuper. 1 never IVel so angry as when you 
smile at my outbursts. It seems to me as if you doul)i(‘d 
my courage, tin*, sincerity of my feelings, tin* eiKU’gy of my 
charact(ir.” 

Au(jndJ((f <, — “ Then now hearken to me, and believe that 
I am speaking the truth. I liave known many men ; some 
have asked me in marriage, hut Tve not been in love witli 
any yet. But if, in the course of time, I were to beconn^ 
enamoured of a man, tlie object of my adoration would ho 
some wild Indian like you. You have a spirit tliat wmuld 
just suit mine.” 

Th(i Captain . — “ Oh, confound you ! Here, Countess, call 
yofir daughter away, and tell her not to make my blood boil ! 
Really, we had bettcu* not play at cards any more. I know I 
am not equal to you. ^ Some nights I am unable to sleep, 
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tliiiikiug of onr altercations, tlic hard things you oblige me 
to say to you, the irritating banter with wliich you reply, and 
the impossibility of our living in peace, in spite of my being 
so complaisant to the household. You would have done me 
better service if you had let me die in the middle of the 
street. It is very sad to dislike, or not to b(^ able to bear 
witli the p(irson Avho lias saved one’s life by exposing her OAvn. 
Fortunately, I sliail soon be able to use my leg, and I will 
go to my little roo3u in tlie Calle de Tudescos, my seraj>hic 
relative’s office, and my favourite club, and so end tliis mar- 
ty; loiij, to vvliicli you Imve condemned me by your angelic 
he:.:, ♦ferm, and acts, your denmniacal coldness, banter, and 
laugliter. W(^ shall see one another only for i few days 
longer. I Avill arrange some way of keeping up your 
jmimniii’s ac<juaiiitauco by seeing her occasionally at my 
uncles, or by corn^sptmdence, or appointing to meet her 
aloiK* at some clinrcli or other. Ikit as for you, I Avill jiover 
come near you until I hear you are married. AYliat d(» I 
say? Then, less than ever. Tn short, leave me in i^eacc, oi* 
put corrosive sublimate into my chocolate to-moiT<JW.” 

The d{iy on Avliich I)i)n Jorge uttered these Avords, Augus- 
tias (lid not smile, but looked graA^e and sad. 

The Captain observed it, and hurriedly smothered his face 
under the <}uilt, murmuring to himself : 

I Avas Avrong to say I would play no more. But I can- 
not recall my Avords ; it would bo a dishonour to me. 
What does it matter? SavoIIoav the bitter dose, Captain. 
Men ought to be men.^’ 

Augustias^ Avho had abeady left the alcove, Avas unaware 
of th(^ sadness and repentance that were expressed under the 
bedclothes. 
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Another foi'tnigLt passed away without aiiytlnug particular 
liap])euiiig, and tiie day at hmgth arrived wlicii our liero was 
penniitod to Jt^avc liis })od, altliough with peremptory orders 
not to move oti' his clu^ir, and to keep his had ]t*g oxtend(Hl 
on aiiotlier. Knowing this, tlio Manpiis, who had not faiUnl 
any single nnnhing to visit ]J>on Jorge, or ratlier liis ador- 
ahlc nurses, witli whom lie got on bettcj’ than witli his rough 
and inj[)etuous m'phcw, sent the hitter a niagnithumt invalid 
chair, which hti liad had expressly in.ido for llu* oce-vsion. 
This Juxuricnis article of furniture was a niasterpiec(', invented 
and supervised hy the aristocrat liimself ; it was furnisljed 
with large wheels, \vliicli facilitated tin* invalid’s passage 
from one place to another, and with numerous springs, hy 
means of which it could ho transformed into a camp bedstead 
or a reclining chair, with a siqiport on which the injurrd l(‘g 
might he extended. There were also a little table, a desk, a 
looking'glass, and other conveniences, all admiral^ly arranged. 

The Marquis sent the ladies some beautiful llowers, as was 
his daily i)ractice, accompanying them on this extraor<linary 
occasion witli a basket of confectionery and a dozmi bottles of 
c]CfUU]>aguo--t]ic latter to celebrate iin]U‘ov(*mimt in iIkm’l* 
guest’s liealtli. lie, nu>r(;over,gavc a. niagniiieent watch to tlu' 
doctor ami tweiity-tivc diiros to the servant ; and a most 
]iai>|>y day was passtul, alUaaigh tlic estiiuaide widow seemed 
to be getting weaker in liealtb. 

The tlirei' women disputed as to who should haA^e the 
supreunc liapfiiuess of promenading the choleric Captain in 
his new cJi.nr; they drank champagne and ate sweets, in 
wlufih tiroccediiig even the representative of medicine joined. 
The ^Marquis Uiade along speech in favour of the institution 



OAFTAIN SPITFIRE. 


43 


of matrimony, and Don Jorge luinscdf deigned to laugh twice 
(U’ thrice, making a butt f)f his most patient \incle, and after- 
wards sang in ])iil)lic — that is, in Augustias’s presence — a hnv 
couplets of an Aragonese song. 

Tlu* trutli is tliat since the celebrated divsenssion on tlio 
fair sex, the Ca]»tain had somewhat changed, if not in styh* 
or manners, at least hi ti inper — and* who knows Imt in ideas 
and sentinnmts? ft was evident tliat |¥*tticoats inspired 
Inhn with l( 3 ss tea-ror tlian previously, and 1hey liad all 
ol'Serva'.d that the, eonlidenc<' and kindness wliicli the widow 
le'ieived fr{)ni him were now extended to Aiigustias. lie 
(‘(‘Vtirtuiy ('ejiitimu'd to <adl ]:er Ids mortal <memv, more from 
Aiagones(! ohstina<*,y than anything else, and t<x speak to her 
witJi a]t])areiO acrimony, in a loud tone, as if Ije wc-ro giving 
tli(' word of eonim iml ; bnt Ids eyes foIloAvral lier about and 
wore, lixed on liea* with r(‘s])e,et, and if l)y chance they fell on 
tlie young lady’s ])a)e face, more g:rave and sad from that day, 
they soeini'd aiixi(»us to enquirt* the cause of licr nielaucholy. 
On lier ])fni, Augustias e,(‘as('d to })rovoke the (Jajdain, and 
no longer smiled wljen she, saw him getting angry. Hlie 
waited on idin in sihmeo, ami silently emlurerl his expiaissions 
of displeasnn*., more or less latter and sincere, until at last 
]n‘ (no ])ee.aiiHi grave, and sad, and asked her with the wdrdtt 
of a good cl did ; 

What is the matter ? Are you offended with me ? Are 
you beginning to ]»ay me hack the hatred of which I l)av(‘S<j 
often sjioken to you ? ” 

“Lot us leave rdf such follies, Captain. Wo have indulged 
in too miieh nonstmse alrc^arly.” 

“Tlien you are going to withdraw from tlie contest.’* 
Withdraw r* 

“ Yon know what I mean. Do you not v(3Collect tin# day 
you called me a wild Indian ? ” 
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And I do not repent of it. "^IBut enough of such absur- 
dities, and good-bye tiU to-nion*o^%” 

“ Are you going ? Tllat^s not the word. You are fleeing.” 
“ As you like,” replied Augustias, shrugging her shoulders. 
“ But in any case T certainly am about to retire.” 

“And what am I to do here all the blessed night? Do 
you not see it is only se^’^en o’clock ? ” ■ 

“I can’t help j^hat. You can pray, or go to sleep, or talk 
to mamma. 1* have to arrange my poor father’s papers. 
Why not ask Eosa for a pack of cards and play ‘ patience ’ 
by yourself ? ” 

“ Tell me the tnith,” exclaimed the impenitent bachelor 
one day, devouring with Ids eyes his enemy’s white and 
dimpled hands. “ Do you owe me a grudge, because we have 
never played at cards since that morning ? ” 

“ Quite the contrary ; I am very glad we have given u]) 
that folly,” replied Atigustias, hiding lier hands in tlui 
pockets of her gown. 

“ Tlien whatever is it you want ? ” 

“ I want nothing, Senor Don Jorge.” 

“ Why do you not call me Oapbdii Spithre ? ” 

“ Because I know you do not merit that name.” 

“ Indeed ! Now we are returning to suavities and 
(‘ulogiiims. How do you know wliat T am at tlie bottom ? ” 

‘‘ I know you are a poor man witli a very good heart, on 
wliich you have i)ut a patUock and cliain, I do not know 
whether from ])ride or from fear of your own sensibility. I 
adndred you when I saw you fighting outlie afternofmof tlie 
26tli of March, but I admired you mucli more when I heard 
you sing an Aragonese song, in spite of your imins, to divert 
and amuse my poor mother.” 

“fThat’s it. Scoffing now at my bad voice ! ” 

V Good gracious 1 What a man you are ! I am not scoffing 
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at yoiL Neither do you deserve it. On the eouiravy, I hi\i\ 
blessed you, and been ou the point of weeping, every time I 
have heard you sing those verses.” 

** Tears ! Worse and worse ! Ah ! Souorita, one has to 
be ou his guard against you. You have made me say al)surd 
tilings, unbecoming a man of strong character, oidy to laugh 
at me, and declar(^ yours(‘lf avenged. ^\jrtunately, I need no 
warning, and as soon as 1 iiinl myself likely to fall into yonr 
nets, I will run off with my broken leg, and n^t stop until I 
reach Pekin. You are what is called a coijuctte.’* 

‘‘ You are a wretched man.” 

AIJ tlie better for me.” 

“ An unjust man, a savage, a fool.” 

“ Vmo on ! 1 like tiiat. At Iasi we shall have a quarrel.” 

‘‘An unfortunate man !” 

“ Jly no means.” 

“Well, you need never thunk me for what IHe done for 
you. But, above all, do me the favour not to speak to m(‘, 
in this way again.” 

So spoke Augustias, and she turned her back on him, really 
annoyed. 

The ini})ortant point which these two beings had been 
iinconsciously discussing from the day they first saw one 
another was still obscure and involved, but very shortly it was 
to a])pear clearer than water. 


XITL 

The happy and joyful day when the choleric Captain first 
rose from his bed of sickness was to liave a rather Ingubrions 
and lamentabh* (tomdusion, a very common thing in real lite, 
as we philosophically remarked in a fornuu* chaj^tcr. 
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It was getting dusk. The doctor and the Marquis had left, 
and Augustias and Eosa had gone to pray at church, when 
the Captain, who was again in bed, heard the street-beJl ring, 
and Doua Tenjsa open th(3 window and ask, “Who is itT’ — 
and then opening the door say, How could I imagine you 
would come at this time^ Come this way/' A man's voice 
was then lieard replying, ‘‘ I am very vsorry, Sefiova/' 

The two withdrew to one of tJie inner rooms, and tljo rest 
of the conversation was lost in tin* distancfj, all remaining 
quiet fur a. few juinutes, when steps woj'c again l)eard, and 
the same snail's voice saying, as if taking leave, “I am veay 
happy to heal you are Ixdter,'* to which Dofxa T(‘resa implied, 
“You neeji not trouble yourself" : after which the door was 
again opened and closed, and prof ouna silenc(i reigned in iht' 
house. 

Th(i Captain divirual that sonuitliing disagreeable laid 
occun’ed, and lie ev('nho})ed that the widow w^ould conn* aiid 
apprize him of it, but as sh(3 did not do so, he inf^u'rtd that 
the matter was a domestic so(‘.ret, and abstained from calling 
to her, although he thought he heard her sighing in 
hall. 

There was another knock at the door, aiul Dofia, Teresa 
opened it instantly, which proved tliut she liad not moved a 
step since the visitor departed ; and then Augustias ivas heard 
to say : 

“ Why were you waiting for us with the latch in your 
hand, mamma 1 What is the matter] Why are you weeping] 
Wliy don't you reply ] Are you ill, dear mother ] Ilosa, go 
and fetch Doctor Sanchez. Poor mamma is dying. Holj) 
me to carry her to the sofa. Don't you see she is fainting. 
Poor dear mamma ! What is the matter with you that you 
ci^not walk ? ” 

Don Jorgfe then saw Dona Teresa brought into the sitting* 
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roolii Hiipported on tlie arms of her danghtex and servant, 
liei head drooping on her chest. Augiistias, on ronicmhering 
the ])re8(jncc of the Captain, uttered a loud cry, and said to 
him. 

Whatever have yon doin' to my mother?^’ 

no! he knows nothing/’ the invalid hastened to say 
in a kind tone. “ ! turned ill all oma sudden. It will go 
oif.” 

Th(3 Captain Tjccaine I’od with indignation. “You lioar 
what you]* niamnia say-/* h<? remarked at. last, bitterly, “ You 
have oalumTiiated me ! No ; it is 1 whe^ liavc ealiunriiated 
iuys(*lf *evcr sin(‘.o I h;r ■ hf’-cn h<*v(‘. 1 the] 1 deserve the 

injusi<v:e yoi‘. do m j. 1 V-jKCH'rtsa. I'Ui'i n'''’./i that ^mgratcfiil 
eivM,: ;!' . and leJi me. that you vOj-. tpiite well, or I will break 
' ij\-m where 1 juu bound by pain and crucified 
hy my <aiemy.’' 

In tlie meanwhile iJu. widow was placed on the sofa, and 
liosa croshed the street hi search of a doctor. 

“ I lio])o you will pardon inc, Captain/’ said Augiistias. 
•* Consider it is my mother, and that 1 found her dying, 
and away from you — although it was at your side that I left 
her a (|uarter of an hour ago. Has anyone been during my 
absence ? ” 

T)m (diptain ^vas about to answer in tlic afiirmative, when 
])ofui Teresa Imslily replied : 

“ No ; no one. it is true, is it not, 8oiior Don Jorge ? I am 
afraid it is my noxves. I am getting old. It is nothing more 
than that, and 1 am now quite •well, dear.” 

Doctor Sanch(‘/, arrived, and after feeling the pulse of tin? 
wid(jw wlioni he had hdt so happy half an hour before, and 
in apparently a good state of health, said she must go to 
bed at once, and k(?e]) her room for some timi?, until, 
faei, tlic serious nervous illsorder slie was suffering frolh 



48 


CAPTAIN SPITFIBE. 


should cease. Then he explained privately to Augustias and 
Don Jorge that the widow’s heart was affected, of whicli he 
had complete evidence when he felt her pulse on the after- 
noon of the 26th of March ; and that such aflections, 
although they were not easy to cure, might be kept under for 
a long time by dint of repose, comfort, cheerfulness, good diet, 
and I don’t know many other luxuries — the 2 )rincipal 
base of whic\> \s — money. 

‘‘ The 26th of March 1 ” exclaimed the Captain. This 
means that I am the guilty cause of all that lias occurred.” 

‘‘I am the cause of all this,” said Augustias,as if speaking 
to herself. 

‘‘ Do nbt trouble yourselves about the cause of the eausos,” 
said the doctor, sadly. “ To be guilty, there must Ix^ a l)ad 
intention ; and you are both ihcapaldc* of having wished to 
harm Dona Teresa.” 

llio pardoned couple looked at one another with an 
expression of anxiety, and then both said at the same 
moment : 

‘‘ We must save her ! ” 

This was the first ^siep towards coming to an under- 
standing. 


XIV. 

As soon as the doctor left, it was decided, after a long dis- 
cussion, to place the widow’s bed in a recess that there was 
in a corner of the drawing-room opposite the alcove occupied 
by Don Jorge. 

*‘By this means,” said the prudent Augustias, “the two 
iiivalids will Ixj able to see and talk to one another, and it 
uill be easy for Rosa or me to wait upon them both from the 
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(in that uiglit'it was Augnstias’s turn to sit up, and 
nothing particular occurred. Dofia Teresa felt much eash'r 
toiyards daylight, and slept for about an hour. The doctor 
on calling found her much relieved, and as vslie seemed still to 
improve, Augustijis, yielding to her mother s tender supjdica- 
tions and the Captain's imperious commands, retired to lier 
room the next night at two o'clock, and Kosa rcmaiiied as 
nurse, sedated in the same (jliair, and in tlie same posture and- 
snoring as loudly as when she attended Pon Jorge on the 
night lie was wounded. 

It was about half-past three in ihv. morning when our 
ciij>ti'uis hero hcanl Doha Teresa breathing very laboriously, 
and ualiii\g him in a low and choking voice. 

“Are you calling mer'^«isked Don dorge, dissimulating 
his anxiety, 

“ Yes, (Japtain," r(‘pliod the invalid. “ Awake Kosa 
(uirefully, so tliat my daughter shall not hear, I can't raise 
my V(>ic(! higher." 

“ lint wliat is tin? matter 1 Are you ill ? " 

Very ill, and I want to speak to you alone before dying, 
(,b3t Kosa to put you in the large chair, and wlmel you here. 
3>ui be careful not to awake my poor Augustias," 

Tlie Captain punctiliously did wliat Doha Teresa had told 
him, and in a few instants was at her side. The poor widow 
was in a high fever, and was almost suflocated through the 
difficulty of breathing. On her livid face was impressed the 
indelible stamp of approaching death. The Captain was 
terrified for the first time in his life. 

“Leave us, Rosa; but do not wake my daughter. God 
will let me live until the moniing, and then I will bid her 
good-bye. Listen, Captain ; I am dying." 

“Why do you say that?'' replied Don tR)rge, press ^jg 
the invalkVs burning hand. “ is only a norvoils 
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attack like yostei\lay*s. And, besides, I don’t want you to 
die*” 

But I am dying, Captain. I know it. It were useless 
to call tlie doctor. It is a confessor I want now. But that 
would friglitcn my ])oor daughter; so W(* will wait till mi 
hav<^ fini.sho<l speaking. T want to speak to you without 
witnesses.” ^ 

‘‘Well, wc alone now. If you were to ask me to spill 
ev(‘ry dro]> of the poor blood Wdtli wliich I entered your 
Ik 'U se, ami all the rich blood which 1 have acquired in it, I 
wo\ild d<' so with pleasure.” 

“ I know it, I know it, my dear friend. You are- very liononr- 
able and iovc^ us. But, Captain, you must know all. 
Yijstcrday afternoon my solicitoi* came, and said my a]q)lica- 
tion for a pension as a gcmwal’s* widow was refused.” 

^*The deuce ! And for this trifle you are making yoursejf 
ill. The government have refused my [ipplications a hundnMl 
times.” 

I am neither a Countess, nor the widow of a gemuul,” 
continued the widow. You were quite right when yv>u 
fused to address me by those titles.” 

“Better and better. And 1 am m;ithf*r a genenil jjnr a 
Marquis, yet my grandfather w'as both. vSo we are (Mjual.” 

“ Yes, but I am also completely rniurMl. My family lost 
all the property they possessed in supporting the cause of 
Don Carlos. Up to now, I have been living on the proceeds 
of my jewels, and a week ago I sold tlie last, a beautiful 
pearl necklace. It pains me to speak to you of these matters.' 

“ Speak, Sefiora, speak. 1 have been in pecuniary difficul- 
ties also. If you only knew what straits I ha\'e been in 
through the money I have lost at cards.” 

^ ‘But for my loss there is no remedy. All my means of 
jpelihood and my daughter’s future depended on the result 
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of iiiy petition. If it liad been granted, she would have 
succeeded to the ])ensioii on my death. Now, the poor dear 
1ms neither futur(3 nor present, and not even sufficient motiey 
to bury luc For the lawyer, whose pride was wounded at 
])einp; refused by my daughter, sent luo his bill of costs lust 
nig) 51 - at Ihe sarao time as he forwarded tlu^ unhappy intollb 
gf uce, bcLjig no doubt desirous of augmentiug our iriisfortiine, 
oj jolerto h(‘,nd tluMvill of Augnstias and oblige Icn to many 
liiijo "I’he solicitor also brought me his account and l)ehaved 
Vt.uy (O'uclly to ]nc, spc.aking of insoivemy uud "f I'iUiing an 
('\('Ci!tion , and 1 knov; 7?.o[. what that I was quite beside 
myh( and iiam'aMl him all that remaimHi of the proceeds of 
iJv* i — in «nl(ci words, my last peuny, luv* last jneee 

. Con »‘t|ueuily, Augnstias is now as poor as those 
uu}m]>]»y (‘rcatar(is who b(*.g from <loor door. And she does 
not know it. dut is sh'uping trampiilly at this mojiieut. How, 
tinm, cuii I hcl]) dying { The wonder is that I did not die 
la.-.i niglii.” 

Uut yr)u ur(‘ not going to die foi* such a small matter as 
this,” replied the, (Ia]/taiiu in a deadly state of perspiration. 

Vou liavt3 diojn* quib*, right to speak to me, 8eiiora. I 
will sucriticc^, nnself lo ]»eiticoats. When I am recovered, 
instead of going to my own iiouse, I will have ail my things 
brought here, my aim- and my dogs, and wc will live to- 
gether till the (3nd of tiim*,.” 

'^Together!” replied ihe widow, mournfully. did 

yon not hear me say 1 am dying Do you not see it ? Do 
you tliink I should have spoken to yon of my troublt3s, had 
I not been certain that within a few hours I should be d(^ad?^’ 

“ Then, Sefiora, what is it you want with me asketi the 
liorrified Don Jorge. You would not, I know, go through 
th( 3 . fatigue you are now undergoing in order to ^confer on 
the honour and pleasure of asking my uncle for that po' v 
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; for you mu$t feel ceiMn that, rnt&mmv^ 
you both M we do, and, you fcaowing U8 as I believe you do, 
money will nevet fail you while either of ns live. Therefore, 
there is some other thing you wish me to do j :and I beg of 
you, before saying another word, to think of the solemnity of 
the occasion, and not to hesitate in making your request/^ 

“ I do not understated what you mean ; nor do I know that 
I liavc anytliin^'^ to ask of you,’* replied Dona Teresa, witli 
the sincerity of a saint. Hut put yourself in my place. I 
am a mother and adore my daughter. I am about to leave 
her alone in the world. I do not see at my side at tho-liour 
of dentil, nor hav(* I on the face of the earth, any frkmd to 
whose care I can commend lier, excepting you, who, in the 
midst of all, sliow your kindness. Still I do not see in wluit 
way you can be of service to her. Money of itself is some- 
thing cold, repugnant, almost horrible. Yet it were more 
horrible still for my poor Augusiias to be obliged to gain her 
living with her needle, or to go out to nurse, or to beg fo ■ 
alms. You will excuse me then, Captain, when, feeling the 
approach of death, I called you to say good-hye to you, and 
now V^itli clasped hands and weeping for the last time, I say 
to you on the brink of the gi'ave — Captain, be a guardian, a 
father, a brother, to my poor orplian. Protect her ! aid her ! 
Do not let her die of hunger or despair. Do not let her be 
alone in the world. Imagine that to-day a daughter is born 
to you/’ 

By the grace of God ! ” exclaimed Don Jorge, striking an 
arm of his chair, I will do all that you ask for Augusiias 
and much more. But I’ve just had a cruel time of it ; I 
thought you were going to ask me to marry the girl.” 

Sefior Don Jorge de Cordolm, no mother would ask that, 
nci* would Augustias tolerate my disposing of her noble 
fj/'rid valorous heart, said Dona Teresa with such dignify 
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tliat the Captain was almost petrified ? with The 

poor man ultimately recovered hhiiself, aii4' said, with the 
uumility of an affectionate son, and kissing the dying woman's 
naiids ; 

“ Pardon me, Seuora. I am a lunatic, a monster, an ilh 
hred fellow, wlio does not know how to express liiiiiself. 
It has never been my wish to olFend eitlier you or Augiis- 
tias. All tliat I loyally desire to tell you is tW if I were 
to marry your beautiful dahght(U', who is a i>erfed; model of 
virtue, 1 should inevitably make lier life unhappy. I was 
not horu for love, or to he loveti, nor to live in company witli 
a wife, jv-r to have children, nor for anything sweet, tender, 
or affect i< nate. T am as inde‘]»endeut as a savage, a wild 
animal, and the yoke of matrimony would humiliate me, 
would render mo desperate. Pesidcs, Augustias does not 
love me, nor do 1 merit her love ; and it is really not worth 
while speaking of the mutter. Yet do nn^ the favour to 
believe, by this first tear I liave shed since 1 was a man, and 
by these kisses, that whatever I am able to effect in this world, 
as well as all my solicitude, shall be for Aiigustias, whom I 
esteem and like and love, and to wlioiu 1 owo my life and 
perhaps my future salvation. I swear it by this sacred 
medallion which my mother always wore round her neck. 1 

swear it by , ))nt you do not hear me; you do not reply; 

you do not look at me. Smlora, arc you Avorse ? Oh, my 
God, she is dying, and I am ]) 0 W'erIe 8 S to move*. Rosa 1 
Rosa ! water ! vinegar 1 a coiifess<u‘ ! a (irucitix ! and I will 
comnumd her soul to Heaven as best I can. Ah ! here is 
^my medallion. Most holy Vii-gin, receive in thy sainted 
bosom my second mother ! For 1 am now a neAvman. Poor 
Augustias ! pt>or me ! This is what hunting down rebels 
has brought me 

Dofia Teresa Avas dead. She died just at the time she felt 
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the Captain’s tears falling on her hands, which he was kissing, 
and a simle of supreme felicity rested on the half-opened lips 
of the corpse, 

Augustias was awakened by the Captain’s terrified cries, 
wliieh were followed by doleful groans on the part of tlio 
servant. She parity dressed herself, and with a feeling of 
alarm ran krher mother’s room. T>u|. she found the doorway 
blocked by Don Jorge’s chair, and was prevented from enter- 
ing by the Captain, who said, witli outstretched arms and 
^vitli his (3yes almost starting from their sockets, 

‘‘Do not go in, Augustias. Do not, or J sliall get up, 
although it may kill me.” 

My poor mother ! my poor dear mother ! Let me see 
my mother,” (*riod the luihappy creatur(i, struggling for 
entmnee. 

^‘Augustias, in God’s name, do not enter the room now. 
W(i will soon go in together. Leave her wlio lias snflered so 
much a little moment.” 

“My mother is dead!” exclaimed Augustias, falling on 
her knees by the Captain’s chaii*. 

“ My ]>oor daughter ! W oep with me a,s long as you like,” 
re])lied Don Jorge, drawing the jioor orphan’s head towards 
his breast, and stroking lier hair with his other liand. “Weep 
with him who never wept until to-day, and who weeps for 
thee and for her !” 

Such emotion in a man like the Captain was so extra- 
ojdinary, that Augustias, in the midst of lier great grief, 
signified her appr(iciation and gratitude by placing her hand 
upon his heart. 

Ami in this embrace these two beings, whom felicity would 
never have made fiiends, remained for some minutes. 
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XV. 

At cloven o’clock on a s])lcndid inoniiii^* in the iiioiitli of 
a fortnight after Doha Tere.sa’s funeral, our friend 
tlu) Ca])tain was pacing quickly up and#down the princijial 
room of the docoaseds house, supported on t\Yo handsome 
crutclies of ebony and silver, a present from the Marcpiis : 
and, although tlio conv(d(^sccnt was there alone, and no one 
was in cither the cal)iiiet or alcove, lie spoke from time 
to time lialf aloud in his usual vehement tone : 

Tlare. is no reuu-vly. It is only too evident. I am walk- 
ing p(‘r(lftly. Ami 1 think I should walk better without 
these confounded sticks. I could easily walk to my house.” 

Hei’p. he drew a long hrcatli, as if sighing, and, clianging 
his tom^, murmured : 

Could! I said could! What use is it being able? 
Formerly, I used to tliink a man could do whatever he liked, 
))ut now I see he cannot even like what pleases him. Women 
again ! Wisely have I feared them from my birtli. But your 
precaution was useless, father, when you had me suckled by 
a goat. At tile end of all these years, I have fallen into tlic 
hajids of tljoso assassins wdio caused you to kill youivsclf. 
But I will escap(‘., though T l(^.av(‘. my heart in their 
clutclies !” 

He then looked at his watch, sighed again, and said very 
quietly : 

quarter past eJeveii, and I have not yet seen her, 
although I have been up since six. What a happy time that 
Was when she brought me my chocolate and wo played cards 
together. Xow, whenever I call, the Galician comes. May- 
that ‘worthy domestic,’ as my fool of an uncle calls licr, ))o 
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damned. It will soon be noon, and I shall be told luncheon 
is ready. 1 shall then go to the dining room, where I sliall 
lind a statue in monriiiug, who neither speaks, nor laughs, 
nor weeps, nor eats, nor drinks, nor knows of anything taking 
place, nor of what h(*r niotlier related to me on that night. 
Tlje proud being thinks she is in lier own house, and has no 
oth(*r anxiety than^-o see me g(*t w<‘ll, ai>d be off, so that my 
company s^)dl not lower lier in i^eople’s opinion. Unhappy 
creature! IIow caul tell her the truth? How can I r,ay 
tliat her niotlier did not hand mo any money, that whatever 
has biam spent here during the last fortnight has conn'- out 
of my pocket? .1 will Oie before 1 tell her that. But liow 
to continue thus imhdiuitely without rendering her triu* or 
feigned accounts 

Don Jorge was still occupied witli iliese thoughts wlum ii 
knock was heard at the door, follows 1 by Angiistiafc, saying, 
‘‘ May 1 come in?” 

Of course,” cried the delighted Captain, running to open 
the door, and forgetting all his fears am} Kdlections. “It was 
quite time you came to ])ay mo a visit as of old. Shall we 
have a game at (jards ? But what is the matter 1 Why do 
you look at me thus ? ” 

“Let us sit down and talk together, Captain,” observed 
Augustias, gravely, her charming face, pale as wax, expressing 
the deepest emotion. 

Don Jorge twisted his moustache, as he always did when 
a ipiarrel was brewing, and sat down on the edge of a chair, 
looking on every side with the uneasy air of a criminal. 

The young lady took a scat near him, reflected for a few 
moments, as if she were collecting her strength for the 
approadiing stonu, and then said, in a tone of exquisite 
swTetnessi 

“ ScAor <l<‘ Cordoba, the. mortting on which my dear 
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jiiotlior and when, yielding to yonr enireatu*.t), I vetirtHl 
to my room, and you, after perfoj*mtng the last sad duties, 
remained watehing beside her witli a piety and veneration 
udiich I sliall never forget — Hero sobs checked her 
utterance. 

Come, come, Angustias, wlio is it says afraid ? Show a 
bold front to the enemy. You are too fn'av(! to break down 
over such things,” exrdaimetl the (Japtain. 

You know courage lU'ver failed luo until to-day,” 
replieii the girl, witfi a painful ellbrt to resume her usual 
calmness ; •n)ut to-day it is not a ({Uestion of ' groat loss 
whicli I shaJl always feel, and the s<*nse of uldehl woul<l 
not lose for anything in tlie worle It is a question of 
another kh) lof allliedif'ii w]ji('h will nticessltate some changes, 
and must bo put an cml to/" 

‘‘Ch)d grant it,” •'aid tbe (•a]>tain, looking somewhat 
more gloomy. 

r was about to say,” eoutimied Augnstias, that on that 
morning you addressed nui tenderly, making use of tliese 
words, ‘ My »laug)iierd ” 

“ What ? 1 calliMl you ‘ My dauglitcrr ” 

“ Let me continue, Sehor Don Jorge. * My daughter,’ you 
exclaimed, with a voice that tlirilled me to the lieart, ‘ You 
have nothing to do now but weep and pray for your mother. 
I was present during her last moments. She informed mo of 
lier affairs, and handed nu*. all tlie money she posscsscul, in 
order that 1 niiglit ]>ay for her funeral and other things as 
your guardian, which she appointed me to be, to save you from 
w^jrry during the first (lays of your grief. When you are a 
little stronger and calmer, we will go into the accounts/ ” 

“ What ncxtl” interrupted the Captain, frowning severely, 
as if, by dint of appearing terrible, he tbouglA he could 
change the aspect of affairs, “ Have I jiot properly fulfilled 
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those chities ? Have I committed any errors ? Do you sus- 
pect me of embezzling your inheritance ? Was it wrong to 
give your mamma a befitting funeral ? Or perchance some 
talebearer has told you that I have had a large stone put over 
her grave with her titles inscribed thereon ] Well, the stone 
is my own personal^ ('.aprice, and I thought of asking you to 
let me j)ay fpr it out of my own pocket. I could not resist 
the temptation to confer on my noble friend the pleasure of 
bearing those titles among the dead which were denied her 
hy tlie living.” 

I knew nothing about the wstone,” broke foi’th Augustias, 
witli pious gratitude, seizing and pressing Don Jorge/s liand, 
in spite of his efforts to withdraw it. May God reward 
you for it ! I accept the present in my mother^s name and 
my own. Ihxt in other tilings, and even in tliis, you liave 
done wrong in deceiving me, and if I had known as much 
l)(‘fore I should have asked you for a settlement (.)f accounts.” 

‘‘ And may I ask in what matters I have decjeivcd you, 
my deal' Sofiorita ? ” Don Jorgi*. ventured to ask, not imagining 
that Augustias could possibly know anything about what 
Dona Teresa had spoken to him just before her deatli. 

^‘You deceived me on that sad morning,” replied the 
young lady, severely, ‘‘ by telling me that my mother had 
handed to you I know not how nmeh ” 

• And on wliat ground docs your ladyship give the lie to 
a Captain, who is an honourable .man, and much your senior 
111 age 1 ” crie<l Don dorge, with feigned vehemenct?, trying 
to i>ick a (luarrel in order to escape from such a ticklish 
busine>ss. 

“ On these groumls,” answered Augustias, calmly, ‘‘I have 
^ since acquired the certainty that my mother had no money 
wJiatever when she. fell ill.** 

No money, indeed ! Such clever people as you think that 
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they know everything. Then you were not aware that Bona 
Teresa had just disposed of a very valuable piece of jewelry.'* 
‘‘Yes, yes, I know ail about it. A pearl neckla(*.e with a 
diamond clas]) for which she received five hundred duros.*' 
“Exactly. A necklace of peMs as large as nuts, and 
from which there still remains a considerable sum wdiicli I 
am now expending. Would you like mt) to hand this over 
to you now, and do you desire to take the charg5*of the ad- 
ministration of your estate }X)iirself i Are you so dissatisfied 
with my guardianship 1 ** 

“How good you are, Captain, but at the same time how 
foolish. Tioad this letter wliich I liave just recf'/ived, and 
you will see whore Li)e five hundred duros went on the night 
that my poo?* motlier was stricken to death.** 

The Captain turned as n^d as a l>oppy, but managed to 
exclaim, angrily : 

“ That is to say 1 am lying, and that you think a pi(»-cc of 
paj)er is more worthy of credit than 1 am f The fact that 
tliroiighout my career I liave always sliowu the most 
scrupulous regard for truth avails me; nothing 1 ” 

“ It avails you thus far, Seiior Don Jorge, that I thank 
you all the more for having on my account acted contrary to 
your principles." 

“ Let us see what the letter says,’* said the Captain, in 
ordc'i* to discover if there was anything in it which would get 
Imii out of Ids awkward 4 ^osition. “ l^orhaps it is a lioax.*’ 
The letter was from the deceased widow*s advocate, and * 
ran as follows : 

“ Seilorita Bona Aiigustias Barbastro. 

, “ My dear young lady and esteemed friend,—! have just 
leceived unofficially the sad news of your good mother's 
death ; and sympathising with you in your legitimate grief, 
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I beg to' be allowed to wish you all physical and moral 
slren^b to bear up under sucli an unexpected and awful 
blow inflicted by the Great Power that regulates human 
destinies. Having said this, which is no mere formal piece 
of courtesy, but the expression of the old and declared aftec- 
tion that my lieart feels, I have now to perform anotJier 
, .sacred duty. * 

“ The soiicitor of your deceased mother, on notifying to me 
to-day the imuful news, stated, that when, fortnight ago, 
he bad to inform her of the- unfavourable decision in regard 
to lier petition, and, at the same time, ])resent our bills of 
costs, he could not hut perceive that the Sefiora possessed 
scarcely sufficient money to ])ay the latter ; and he further 
stated that, in handing him the amount, she exhibited a 
certain angry hastiness, which was, I thought, a fresh indica- 
tion of the bitter aversion you testified for me a short time ago. 

‘‘Kow, my dear Augustias, I am mucli tormented by tlte 
idea that you arc enduring privations in consequence of tlu} 
exaggerated promptitude with wliich your maiiima discharged 
iny account ; and I beg your consent to my returning you the 
money, augmented by whatever else you may require, and 
that I possess. It is not my fault if my person is unat- 
tractive and that I have no other claims but those of a sincere 
l)ut unappreciated attection, which I ofi'er to you and l)cg you 
to accept from 

Your enamoured friend, 

‘^Tadeo Jacinto de Pa, r ares.” 

I will cut the advocate's throat," exclaimed Don Jorge, 
raising the letter over his head. “ The wretch, the J ew, 
the scoundrel ! He murdered your good mother by 
^ alarming her about insolvency and threatening execution ; 
and now ho is trying to purchase your hand with the money 
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he oxtfOrted from her. This shall never be ! Take these 
erutcli{3« ! Kosa, niy hat. Go to my house, and ask them to 
give it you* Ko, stop, bring me my military cap, it is in the 
alcove*, here, and iny sword. No, don’t bring the sword. A 
crutch will do to break the scoundrel’s head with.” 

Go away, Rosa, and do not pay any attention. It is 
only the Captain’s nonsense,” said Augustias, teariiig up tlu* 
letter. Captain, sit down and listen to m(5, *ii desi»ise the 
Sehor Advocate with all his badly-accjuired wealth, andl have 
not replied to him, n(.»r do I intend to do so. A covvaRl and 
a miser, he thought to make me his by oflicially defemling 
our weal’ case before the tribunals. Let nr; aj>eak no more 
about tlie uinvortJjy old fellow.” 

“ Nor about anything else,” added the artful Captain, seizing 
lii.s crutches and beginning to Walk (quickly up and down the 
room, as if fleeing from further discussion. 

But, my friend,” observed the young lady, with some 
feeling, “ inattci s must not remain thus,” 

“ Wbill, well, we will speak about tliat by and }>y. What 
interests me now, is luncheon ; for I feel as hungry as a 
wolf. Iluw strong that knave of a doctor has made my leg ! 
I can jump about like a young fawn.” 

“ Captain,” exclaimed, Augustias, pettishly, I will Tiot 
move from this eliair till you have heard me, and the matter 
that brought me here is decided.” 

“ AVliat matter ? VVliat are you dinning into my ears? 
Ah ! talking of din, 1 swear never again tr> sing that Ara- 
goue>se song. How your poor mother Used to laugh wlien 
she heard me sing it,” 

** Senor do Cordoba,” insisted Augustias, with great em- 
)flaasis, “ I once iuorj beg you to pay some attention to a 
matter which compromises my honour and dignitjk” 

** Oil, I shall never think tlicm compromised,” exclaimed 
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Don Jo^e, floui'ishing one crutch like a fencing foil. “ In niy 
eyes yml ai-e the most honourahle and worthy woman God 
ever created.” 

“It is not enougli to be so in your opinion ; everybody 
must think the same as you say you do. Now sit down and 
listen to me, or I will send for your undo who, as a con- 
scientious man, will s^oon put an end to the shardeful position 
in whicli I placed.** 

1 tdl you I will not sit down. 1 have had enough of 
beds ami easy chairs. However, you may talk as long as you 
like.’* 

“ I have but little to say to you,** replied Augustias, 
resuming lier grave manner, ‘‘and that little must have 
occurred to you from the first moment, Schor de Cordoba ; 
for the past fortnight you liave been maintaining this house- 
liold ; you have paid for my mothcr*s funeral, for the mourn- 
ing, and for the very bread I have eaten. I cannot now 
return you what has been expended, but I will pay you in 
time. I5ut know that from this hour — ** 

“ Pay me ! Tliunder and lightning ! She says slie will 
pay me ! ** cried the Captain, in a tone of mingled grief and 
anger, raising his crutches aloft as ho spoke. “This 
woman is determined to kill me ; and to enable her to do so, 
she wants nu' to hear her. ]>ut 1 will not hear her. The 
conference is over. Rosa ! Lunclieon ! Sciiorita, I will 
await you in the dining room. Do me- the favour to come as 
(juickly as possible.’* 

“You have a nic(5 way of respecting ray mother’s memory. 
How Avcll you fulfil tlic duties towards her poor orplian, 
which she im])osed upon you I What an interest you take 
in my honour and repose ! ” exclaimed Augustias, with such 
dignity, tha;t Don Jorge suddenly stopped, like a horse checked 
by the rein, looked at her for a moment, thmw his crutches 
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from him, again sat down in the easy chair, and said, folding 
Ills arms : 

“ Speak on until the end of tiine/^ 

was saying,” continued Auguatias, as soon as she was 
again calm, “ that from this day, the absurd situation created 
by your imprudent generosity must cease. You are now 
well, and can go to your own house.” 

line arraiigerneut, indeed!” intorruptiTd Don Jorge, 
who immediately placed his Jjaud over liis mouth, as if ho 
repented of tlie interruption. 

‘^Tho only one possible,” exclaimed Aiigustias. 

And what will you do then cried the Captain. Live 
on air like a chameleon ? ” 

What do you suppose 'I I shall sell tlie furniture and 
other things in the house.” 

Which are four rooms worth about four cuartos,” again 
interrupted Don Jorge, throwing a contemptuous glance 
ov(‘r the apartment, which, however, was fairly well 
furiiislicd. 

“Tliey are worth what they ar(5 worth,” replied tlie orphan, 
meekly. ‘‘Eut at any rate, 1 do not mean to live at the 
expense of your pocket, or on your uncl(‘^s charity.” 

“You are quite wrong as to my uncle. He lias paid 
notliing,” roared tlie Captain, “and his assistance will never 
be necessary whih'- 1 am in the world. It is triui that 'poor 
Alvaro — I do not wish to deny his merit — when he heard of 
the fatal occurrence made certain offers, far liigher ones than 
I should have imagined ; but I replied tliat the daughter of 
the Coimb^ss de Haiiturce could receive favours (or rather 
confer them, by the mere act of acceptance) only from lujr 
guardian, Don Jorge do Cordoba, in whostj care the deceased 
had loft her. The man listened to reason, and then obliged 
me to ask for a loan, notliing more, just a few pounds, on 
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account of the salary he pays me. So you may be easy on 
that score, 

But it is the same thing," stammered the young Jady, 

** whether I have to pay the one or the other, when ” 

When what 1 That is the whole question. What do 
you mean by when ? " 

“ What a man you <jare ! When, by hard work, and the 
assistance of a^nuTciful Providence, 1 Imve made my way in 
the wo^d.” 

“Way iuthe world !" shoute<l thcGa])tain. “ Come,Seiiorita, 
do not talk such nonsense.. You work ! Work with such 
pretty haials, which 1 was never tired of looking at when we 
played at^cards. And what use am 1 in the world if the 
daughter of Dona Teresa Carrillo, my only friend, has to work 
with h<‘.r noodle, or a flat-iron, to earn a morsel of broad?'’ 

‘‘Very good. But leave all this to me and to time," ex- 
claimed Augusiias, casting down her eyes. “ But at any rate, 
you will do me the favour to leave this very day, will you 
not?" 

‘^Why? Why should T go away when I am very com- 
fortable liere ? " 

“ Because you are now quite well. You can walk about 
the street the same as you walk about the room, and it does 
not look well for us to be living together." 

“ Well, tlien, suj)pose that this is a boarding-house. Yes, 
that will settle everything. Lot me bo your boarder, and 
there will be no necessity to sell tlie furniture or anything 
else. The two salaries I receive will be ample to enable us 
to live very well, ]>rovided I am never fined for disres])ect to 
the War <.)lfice, and never lose anything at cards unless it he 
my temper when you beat me too often. Is this agreed ? " 

“ Don’t talk nonsense," said .she, sadly. “ You did not enter 
this house as a boarder, and no one w’^ould believe you were 
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here in that capacity ; nor do I wish for such an arrangement, 
I am neither old enough nor experienced enough for a l)oard- 
ing-house keei^er ; I prefer the business of a dressmaker/* 
And 1 would prefer to hang myself ! ” cried the Captain. 
“I know, Captain, that you are very kind and compassionate, 
and I thank you with all luy heart for all the painful feelings 
you are enduring in consequence of m*y declining your offer 
of assistance. But h is life — such is the wqrld — such the 
laws of society,” 

What have I to do with society 
‘‘ t]ut I have much to do with it. For oim reason, hecau-je 
its LiWvS arc a reflection of GodV^ l>».w,” 

“ Then is it God’s law that I sliould not mainiain.any)>ody 
I care for?” 

“It is from the mere fact that society is divide<l into 
families.” 

have no family, and consequently can dispose of my 
money as I like.” 

“ But 1 must not accept it. The daxighier of a worthy man 
who bore the name of Barbastro, and a good woman who bore 
that of Carrillo, cannot live at the expense of anybody.” 
“Then in your eyes I am ^anybody/ ” 

“Yes, and one of the worst in reputation in regard to 
the present matter, seeing that you are a bachelor, still 
young, and not a saint.” 

“Look here, JSehorita,” exclaimed the Captain resolutely, 
after a brief pause, as though about to sum up and terminate 
an intricate argument; “ the night your mother died, 1 .said 
to her honourably, and with my habitual frankness, so that 
the goo<l lady should not die under a fake impression, that 
Captain Spitfire was ready to undeigo anything in this world, 
except to keep a wife and children, I)o you want mo to 
speak clearer than that 1 ’’ 

C 
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Aad you can relate this to me ] ” replied Augustias, with 
^qual diguity and grace. ‘‘Do you tliink I am indirectly 
begging for your hand 1 

“ No, Senorita," Don Jorge hastened to reply, reddening 
up to the roots of his hair. “I know you too well to suspect 
you of such trickery. Besides, we have already seen that 
you despise even millionaire lovers — ^like the advocate. Doha 
Teresa hersqlf gave me the same kind of reply, whto T 
revealed to her my unshak cable determination never to get 
married But the reason I have said this to you, is that you 
may not tliink ill of a man, who, esteeming you as I esteem 
you, and liking you as I like you — (for I like you very 
much more than you imagine) — yet does not ask you to marry 
him.’* 

“ The request might not be granted,” replied the young 
lady, coldly. “ It w^ould be necessary that I should like the 
maru” 

“Is that it?” roared the Captain, jumping upon his feet. 

You mean to say you do not like me ? ” 

“How came you to infer such a probability?” replied 
Augustias, calmly. 

“ Never mind probabilities ! ” thundered the poor disciple 
of Mars. “ I understand wdiat is said to me. If I cannot 
marry you, or live in your company in any other way, I must 
not and will not abandon you to your sad fate. Let us, then, 
effect a compromise ; and as you do not consent to our living 
together as brother and sister, since the world smirches 
everything with its evil thoughts, allow me to pay you an 
annual pension, as kings and rich men do to persons worthy 
of protection and aid.” 

“But, Senor Don Jorge, you are neither a king nor 
rich/* 

“ True. !Bat, at any rate, you are a queen in my eyes, 



' CAPTAIN SPITFIRE. €7 

and I ought and I wish to pay you the voluntary tribute 
which good subjects pay to exiled princes.” 

Enough of kings and queens. Captain,” said Augustias, 
with the sadness of despair. I shall always remember you 
with pleasure as a good friend of old : but now let us say 
adieu, and leave me at least dignity in niy misfortune.” 

That is veiy likely ! And, in th^ meanwhile, I am to 
bathe in rose water tormented with the thoiight that the 
woman who saved iny life, by exposing her owif, is in misery. 
1 shall have the satisfaction of thinking that the only 
daughter of Eve who ever pleased me, whom I ever liked, 
wh om 1^ adore with all my soul, is in want ot bare neces- 
saries, working for her daily bread, living in a garret, without 
help or counsel from me 1 ” 

Sehor Captain,” interrupted Augustias, solemnly, men, 
who are not able to marry, and have the courage to admit 
and proclaim it, oiight not to speak of adoring honourable 
young women. So send for a cab, and we will say farewell ; 
and you shall hear of me again when fortune treats me more 
kindly.” 

What a woman this is I ” shouted the Captain, covering 
his face with his hands. “ I feared all this from the very 
first. On this account I left oS playing cards with her. 
Eor this I jjassed so many sleepless nights. Was there ever 
such a situation as mine ? How can 1 leave lier unprotected 
and alone, when I love her more than my life. And how 
can I marry her after declaiming so much against matrimony ? 
What would they say (/f me at the club? How could I face 
my friends in the street, if I had a woman on my arm, or at 
home with a baby on my knee ? Children, indeed ! To hear 
them cry, to fear they might fall iU, and die — ^believe me, I 
was not bom for such things, Augustias. I should become 
desperate, that you would pray aloud for a^divorce or to 

c 2 
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Wome a widow* TaJt^ toy advice, Augustias* l)on*t marry 

ttm if I ask you.^* 

**&ea31y," broke forth the young woman, sitting down on 
her chair, with astonishing calmness ; 1 do not know why 

you think I desire to marry you. I may prefer to remain 
single, even if I have to work day and night, like many 
other ori>hans*** 

*'Why do I think so V* replied the Capt&i, with great 
frankness. ^From the natural aspect of the matter, because 
we both love one another; bemuse w^e cannot do vidth- 
otrt one another because there is no other way in which 
we can live together. Do you not think I have known this 
for a long time 1 That I have not thought of it, that your 
honour and your good name are not indijOferent to me ? I 
have spoken as I have in order to flee from my own con- 
victibns, to see if I could escape from the terrible dilemma 
that robs me of sleep, and find some means of not marrying 
you, and so avoid the impending catastrophe. But there is 
no help for it, and I must marry you in the end, if you 
remain single."^ 

Single ! repeated Augustias. ‘‘ Wlio has told you that 
I may not, in the course of time, meet with a man to my 
taste, who will not have a horror of matrimony 1 ” 

‘^Augustias, do not speak of such a thing,’' cried the 
Captain, turning the colour of brimstone. 

« Whyr’ 

“Speak not of it, I say ; and know, henceforth, that I will 
cut out the heart of the man who — But I do wrong to get 
angry without any reason. I am not such a fool as to ignore 
what has happened. Do you wish to know; it ? it is very 
simple. We love one another. And do not tell me I am 
m^taken, because that would be an untruth. And this is the 
proof. If you did not care for me, I should not for you. 
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After having savad my life, you waited on me like a Bistet 
of charity ; .you endured patiently all the brutal expressions, 
that for seven weeks I used towards you, in order to deliver 
myself from your seductive power ; you wept in my arms 
when your mother died ; you have been patient with me for 
the last hour ; in short, Augustias, let us make a treaty, let 
us split the difference. I ask for ten fears’ grace. Wien I 
am half a century old, infirm, and accustomed *io the idea of 
slavery, we will get married, without anyone knowing it, and 
go r live out of Madrid, where nobody will be able to laugh 
at Captain Spitfire. Dut, in tin meanwhile, accept, under 
the strictest secresy, the half of my income. You will live 
here, and 1 at my o^vn house. We shall see one* another, 
always in the presence of others — at an evening reception, for 
example, We will correspond regularly and frequently* 
I will never enter this street, for fear of scandal ; and on 
All-Soul’s day we will go to the cemetery together, with Kosa, 
to visit Dona Teresa’s tomb.” 

Augustias could not help smiling on hearing this grand 
discourse of the Captain’s, and it was not a mocking smile, 
but a joyous one like a wished-for gleam of hope, the first 
reflection of the star of happiness shining tardily. But a 
woman after all, although one of the most worthy and 
sincere, she knew how to repress her budding joy, and said 
with feigned diffidence, and at the same time with the recti- 
tude of true modesty : 

“ The extravagant conditions you impose to the gift of an 
unsolicited marriage ring are very laughable. You are cruel 
to evade bestowing the alms which I am proud enough not 
to solicit, and which I would not accept for aught in the 
world, It concerns a girl who is neither ugly nor shameless 
that you should have been scolding her for an hpnr past as if 
she had asked you t<5 make tore to her. But Jo let us termi- 



CiOTMN SFITFIEE. 


7 & 

nate this disag2?e«aMe contersation, not, hoi^eyer,, without my 
pardoning , yon, and again thanking you for your great, 
t^^gh badly expressed kindness. Shall, I tell Eosa to go 
lor a cab?” 

Not yet, not yet I ” replied the Captain, rising wifli a 
vory reflective air, as if he were seeking words to express 
some abstruse and delicate idoa. ‘‘There is still one remedy 
in tl^e way ©{‘compromise, and please to understand it is the 
last. But before I mention its nature, you must answer me 
loyally one question — after you have first handed me my 
crutches, so that I may be able to go away without saying 
another word, should you refuse my proposal/’ 

“ Ask ''your question and make your proposal,” said 
Augustias, giving him his crutches with exquisite grace. 

Don Jorge supported, or ratlior raised, himself upon 
them, and, looking at the young woman with a sterh and 
searching air, said in a loud magisterial voice ; 

“ Do you like me 1 Is my i>ersoiial appearance acceptable, 
setting aside these crutches, which I shall never get rid of ? 
Have 'we any basis upon which to treat? Would you 
maiT}’' me at once if 1 decided to ask for your hand, under 
the condition which I shall mention directly ? ” 

Augustias knew that this wa:? the critical moment, but she 
rose up immediately, and said with her wonted courage : 

“ Sefior Don Jorge, that question is unworthy of you, and 
no gentleman would ask it of one whom he considered a 
lady. We have had quite enough nonsense. Rosa I Ro$a I 
Sefior de Cordolm calls you.” 

And thus speaking, the high-minded young lady walked 
towards the door, after making a stiff curtsey to the Captain. 
The latter, thanks to his crutches, overtook her in the middle 
of the room,^and exclaimed with unwonted humility : ' 

" Do not go away, for the memory of her who is looking 
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dowB. upon us from above, I agree to your not answering my 
question, and I will at once propose the compromise* It was 
written that I should only do what you please. But you be 
off, Eosa ; we do not w.‘tnt you here,*' 

Augustias stopped, turned her head, and with a most 
seductive, but serene and imperious air, fixed her eyes upon 
the Captain's. He thought ho had never seen her look so 
beautiful 

“Augustias,” stammered the hero of a iLUidred battles, 
“ 0!i one certain, immutable, and cardinal condition, I have 
tli(^ honour to ask for your haml ; and if you agree to it, wo 
wiJ] got married on the earliest day possible, for I am quite 
unable to live without you.” 

The young lady acknowledged this act of true heroism on 
the part of Don Jorge by a tender and delicious smile. 

“ But I repeat that it is under one condition,” the poor 
naan hastened to add, feeling that Angustias's smile and look 
were rapidly subduing him. 

“On what condition?” asked the young woman, with 
charming calmness, turning round, and fascinating him with 
the rays of light from her brilliant black eyes. 

On condition,” stuttered out the Captain, ^Hhat if we 
have any children we send them to the Foundling Hospital. 
On that point I will never yield.. Are you agreed ? Say 
yes, for mercy's sake.” 

“ But is my acceptance of that condition necessary?” replied 
Augustias, with a burst of laughter. “You can take them 
there yourself. What am I saying? We will take them 
together, and hand them over without a kiss. Jorge, do 
you think we shall take them?” 

While Augustias was thus speaking she looked at Don 
Jorge de Cordoba with the rapture of an angel. 

The poor Captain was almost dead with joy*; a stream of 
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tears flowed from his eyes, and he exclaimed, jpressing the 
dear orphan in Ins arms, 

Then I am a lost man !” 

“ Completely lost, Befior Captain Spitfire,” replied Angus- 
tias. “ So now let us go to luncheon ; then we will have a 
game at cards, and in the afternoon, when the Marquis 
comes, we will ask hfcn to give me away at the wedding, a 
duty which the good gentleman has in my opinion desired 
ever since the first time he saw us together.” 


XVL 

Onb niomiug in the month of May, 1852 — that is to say, 
four years after the occurrences we have just related — a certain 
friend of ours pulled up his horse at the door of an old and 
spacious mansion in the Avenue do San Francisco at 
Madrid, threw the bridle to the groom attending him, and 
said to the powdered footman who opened the door : 

“ Is Don Jorge de Cordoba within ? ” 

I presume you mean his lordshij) the Marquis de los 
Tomillares,” replied the serv^ant. 

*‘What do you say? Is my dear Jorge a marquis? Is 
the good Don Alvaro dead, then? You need not be 
astonished at my being unaware of the fact, as I only arrived 
in Madrid last night, after eighteen montlis’ absence.” 

Tlie Marquis Don Alvaro,” said the servant, solemnly, 
uncovering his head, “died about eight mouths ago, leaving 
as his sole heir his nephew and former controller of his 
household, Don Jorge de Cordoba, tte present Marquis delos 
Tomillares.” 

“ Good. Xow do me the favour to let him know that hie 
friend T- us here.” 
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You will find him in tlio library. His lordship does not 
like visitors to be announced, but to enter when they please.’' 

Fortunately,*' said the gentleman to himself, as ho 
ascended the staircase, know the house well. In tlie 
library, eh ! Fancy Captain Spitfire setting up as a book- 
worm ! ** 

After passing through several apartments, and encounter- 
ing various servants, all of whom said tliat their inaster was in 
the library, the visitor at longtli arrived at the door, opened 
it, and stood stupefied at beholding the oddest group which 
he J'ad ever east eyes upon. 

In the centre of tlie room, was a man on his hands and 
loiees, with a child about three years old mounted on his 
back, digging liis heels in the man's ribs, while another 
child, whos^ age appeared to be about eighteen months, stood 
in front of tlie kneeling individual's rumpled liead, tugging 
at his cravat as if it were a halter, and crying out, in the 
lisping voice of childhood, ‘‘ Gee up, Dobbin ! ” 
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The once renowned, but now little heard of town of Aldeire 
forms pari of the Morquisate del Oenot, and is half suspended, 
half buried in a fissure of the central mass of the Sierra Nevada, 
some five or six thousand feet aboye the level of the sea, and 
six or seven thousand below the eternal snows of the peak 
of Mulliacem. 

Aldeire, with all due deference to its cura be it said, is a 
Moorish town. That it has been one is clearly proved by its 
name, its situation and its construction. Tliat it is not yet 
wholly Christian, although a part of Spain, and having its 
little Catholic church and its brotherhood of the Virgin, of 
Jesus, and of not a few saints, is showui by the character and 
customs of its inliabitants, the terrible, but ephemeral rages 
iliat unite or seperate them in continual -^squabbles, and the 
sad black eyes, pale complexions, and taciturnity in speech and 
laughter of men, women and children. 

For it will be as well to recall to mind, that the Moriscos 
of the Marquisate del Cenet were not wholly expelled from 
Spain like those of Alpujarras, but that many remained hid- 
den and overlooked, thanks to the prudence or cowardice 
with which they refused tO/ hearken to the rash and Ixeroic 
call to anns of their unfortunate prince, Aben-Humeya, 



mu ramsuKE, 


75 


Fi?tei whence ! infer that Juan Gomez, nicknamed Hormiga, 
constitutional Mayor of Aldeire, in the year of grace, 1821, 
may very well have been the grandson of some Mnstapha, or 
Mohammed, or other. 

The said Juan Gomez, then upwards of fifty years of age, 
was a cunning, though entirely illiterate rustic, covetous 
and hard-working, as was proved not «nly by his nickname 
Hormiga, signifying an ant, but also by his acquired 

either by good or evil arts, and comprising srrno of the best 
land in the district. He held a l(3ase of the town-lands, 
aiva, thanks to a present of son!« fowls, past laying, made by 
him to the town clerk, had obiained amongst these, almost 
for nothing, a barren plot situate close to the to^vn, in the 
midst of which rose the ruins of an ancient fort or watch 
tower, known asS the Moor’s Tower. 

It is needless to say that Tio Hormiga never for one mo- 
ment reflected as to whom the said Moor might have been, 
or as to the original object of the ruined building. All that 
he saw was that with so many fallen stones, and with those 
wliich he could loosen, lie could buihl a fine strong enclosure 
for his flocks. Consequently, as a suitable and economical 
amusement, he at once began to devote his evenings to pull- 
ing down with his own hands what remained of the old 
Moorish structure, 

‘‘You will knock yourself up,” said his wife, on liis return- 
ing at night, covered with dust and perspiration, and with an 
iron bar hidden beneath his cloak. 

“ Not at all,” he replied, “ such exercise keeps me from 
becoming like our sons the students, whom the pond-keeper 
told me ho saw in the theatre at Grenada the other 
night with, faces so yellow that it made one sick to look 
at them.” 

“ Poor fellows, they study so hard. But you ought to be 
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ashamed of toiling like a labourer — you, the richest man inHhe 
place, and Mayor as well.” 

“That is why I work by myself.” 

“ You ought to have some help, thougli. It will take you 
a ccntuiy to pull the tower down, and even that may not b 
time enough.” 

“ Don’t talk nonsense. When it comes to building the 
enclosure I will have workmen and perliaj^s a master builder. 
But I know all about pulling things down, and it is very 
amusing to destroy anything.” 

“ You say so because^ you are a man. Destruction of any 
kind frightens and pains me.” 

“Old women’s nonsense. If „ou only knew bow many 
things want pulling down in this worM,” 

“ Be quiet. It was a bad day when they made you Mayor. 
You will see that when the Royalists get back into power tin.* 
King will have you executed.” 

“We shall see,” 


II. 

One evening Tio Hormiga relumed from his task earlier 
than usual and looking very preoccu|)ied 

His wife wait/cd until the farm hands out of the way 
liefore asking him what was the. matter, and he answered by 
shewing her a leaden tube with a lid at one end. From this 
he drew out, and carefuil} unrolled, a yellowish parchment 
covered with strange characters, and said with imposing 
solemnity: 

“ Icannot even read Spanish, which is the plainest language 
in the world, but the devil fly away with me if tins is not 
Moorish writing.” 
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** That is to say you found it in the tower 1 
Not only on account of that, but because these pot- 
hooks are quite diflferent from any 1 ever saw made by a 
Christian.” 

His wife looked at and smelt the parchment, and exclaimed 
with comic certainty : 

It is Moorish.” 

After a short interval slu^ continued in a in<?iancholy tone: 
Although I cannot understand it T would swear that it 
is the discharge of some soldier of Mahomet who is now in 
JioiL” 

‘‘You say tliat because of the leaden case such as our 
soldiers nol^ use.’* 

“Just St 

“Then you arc wrimg, Torcuata, for, as our hoy Augustin 
has often told me, the Moors had neither recruits not 
discharges. It is,'’ aod here Tio Hormiga lowercnl his voice 
and said in a tone of • onviction, “tin; indication of a liidden 
treasure, ’ * 

“You arc suddenly (‘xcluiniod his wiiV;, inspired by 

the Siimc belitd. “ Have you found it ? Is it mudi ? Have 
you hidilen it itarefully 1 Arc they silver or gold coins ? Do 
you think they can all be passed without difficulty? What 
luck for onr lads / How they will enjoy themsedves at 
(Grenada and Madrid. I siiould like to see tJie treasure. I^t 
us go at once; there is a uk' ni to-night,” 

“Good heavens! woman; how do you think I could 
have found the treasure by this in<li cation when I cannot 
read either Moorish or Christian letters ?” 

“That*s true. Well, look here. There is only one thing 
to Ijie done. As soon as it is daylight saddle a good mule, 
cross the Sierra by the pass of the Puerto dfj la R^ua and 
go to Ugijar, to the house of your old crony, Don Mafias 
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QuesaSa^ who, as you know, nndterstands eveJ^ything. He 
will explain this paper, and give yon good advice as usual/’ 
All his advice costs me money, although we were cronies. 
But I bad thought of that plan myself. I will go to Ugijar 
to-morrow and will be back here by nightfall, if I press my 
beast a little.” 

‘^But take care thaf you explain everything to him.” 
There is xbt much to explain. The tube was hidden in 
a niche formed in the thickness of a wall, and lined with 
blue tiles. I pulled down all that side of the building and 
found notliing else of note. Below the part I have demolished 
is solid masonry with stones measuring at least a yard every 
way, cemented together and not to be easily moved by one 
man, nor even by two as strong as 1 am. Consequently, it 
is necessary to know exactly where the treasure is hidden, 
under pain of having to wrench a})art all the masonry of the 
tower with the help of the neighboui*s.” ^ 

^ No, no. Go to Ugijar as soon as it is light. Offer your 
old crony a share, not a very large one, of what we may find, 
and when we know where to set to work I myself will help 
you to pull out the hewn stones. My dear children ! Any- 
thing for them ! As to myself, 1 only feel that if there 
should be any wrong in this matter. . . 

“ What wrong can there be, you goose ? ” 

1 cannot quite explain what I mean ; but treasures have 
always seemed to me to be connected with the Evil One and 
with phantoms. Besides you have got this land on lease for 
such a low rent. All the people will say there was some trick 
in the business,” 

That concerns the town-clerk and the municipality. They 
drew up the deeds.” '' 

JBesides X have heard that a part of every treasure found 
has to be given up to the King/’ 
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That is whfen it is not found on private property, and this 
is mine.” 

^‘Private property! Whom did the tower, which the 
corporation have let to you, belong to ? ” 

‘‘To some Moor.” 

“But what Moor? Surely, Juan, the money which that 
Moor hid in the tower is his or his Itcirs ? Not yours or 
mine.” 

“ You are talking nonsense. If it were so, we ought to 
send every year to Africa to the descendants of the Moors 
the j:evenue yielded by the fields of Grenada, Guadix, and 
hundreds of other towns.” 

“You may be light. At any rate go to* Ugijar, 
and your old crony will advise you for the best in every- 
tiling. 


III. 

Ugijaii is distant from Aldeire about four leagues of very 
bad road. Nevertheless, it was barely nine o’clock on the 
following morning wdieii Juan Gomez, dressed in bis holiday 
clothes, found liimself in the office of Don Matias de Quesada, 
an old but vigorous man, doctor of civil and canon law, and 
author of most of the quibbles against justice in that part 
of the country. He had all his life been a pettifogging lawyer, 
and was very well to do, and liad good connections in Grenada 
and Madrid. 

He heard the stoiy’^ of his worthy friend, and after having 
carefully examined the parchment, said that in his opinion 
it had nothing to do with a treasure; that the niche in which 
the tube was found must have been a cupboard, and that the 
documeii* appeared to him a kind of prayer, such as all the 
Moors read on Friday mornings. Nevertheless, the Arabic 
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tongue not being thoroughly known to him he would despatch 
the document to Madrid to a fellow schoolmate of his, who 
was now employed in connection with the mission to the 
Holy Land, in order that he might send it on to Jerusalem, 
where it could be translated into Spanish, For this it would 
be as well to send on to his friend a couple of gold onzas as 
a refresher to buy a diip of chocolate with. 

Tio Juan J^omez hesitated a little at this price for a cup 
of chocolate, as representing something like twelve thousand 
and odd reales per pound for that commodity, but he had 
such faith in the treasure, that lie ]mlled out from the folds 
of his sash eight four-duro pieces and lianded them to the 
advocate; \yho weighed them one by one before putting them 
in Ills pocket. Then Tio Hormiga set forth on his return to 
Aldeire, dotcrmined to go on excavating beneath the Moor's 
Tower, whilst the parchment was on its way to and from the 
Holy Land, which, according to his adviser, would take about 
a year and a half. 


IV. 

No sooner had Juan Gomez turned his back than his friend 
and counsellor seized a i>en and wrote the following letter, 
addressed to Don Bonifacio Tudela y Gonzalez, organist of the 
Catholic Cathedral of Ceuta. 

*‘My dear nephew, — Only to a man of your religious 
feelings would I trust the important secret contained in the 
enclosed document* I say this l>ecause it tmquestionably 
contains the particulars respecting a treasure of wliich I will 
give you a share if I manage to discover it by your help. 
But it is needful that you should find a Moor to tmnskte 
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the parchment, and that you should send nle the translation 
ill a registered letter, without a word to anyone aliout the 
matter, unless to your wife, whom I know to bo a person of 
discretion. 

Pardon mo for not having written to you for so many 
years, but you know my manifold occupations. Your aunt 
continues to pray for you • very night. • 1 trust the stomach 
complaint from whieli you suffered in 1 806 better, and 
remain, your afff‘etio)iate uncle, 

^‘Matias im Quksada. 

Ugijar, January 15, ‘8:M. 

‘ ‘P.tS. — P/'Tiieiiibrauces to IVpa, and lot me know if you 
have imy children.” 

Jiuving written tins letter, the worthy limb of the law 
went into the kiteh'Ui, whiwt*. his wife was knitting stockings 
and watching the yjoking of the jiuchero, or stew, and made 
the following rejuaiks in a stern and harsh tone, after liaving 
thrown into her la]> tin* eight four-duro pieces already spoken 
of, 

KiK.arnacion, buy as niucl?. as yon can with this, 

The price will go up in the next few months, and see that it 
is properly ground. Get bn^akfast ready whilst .1. go and 
post this letter for Seville., asking what barley is selling at. 
Let the eggs be well fried and the chocolate smooth.” 

The lawyer’s wife did not answer a word, but went on 
knitting like an automaton. 


V. 

A FORTNIGHT later, on a beautiful January day, such m is 
only known in the north of Africa and the south of Europe, 
the organist of the cathedral of Ceuta was taking the air on 
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the flat roof of his two-storied house, with the ease and 
satisfaction of a man who had discharge his duties at high 
mass, and had since consumed a pound of anchovies, another 
of meat, and anotlier of bread, with a corresponding quantity 
of the wine of Tarifa, 

The worthy musician, as fat as a bullock and as red as a 
beetroot, was laboriously digesting this repast, and gazing 
with an apoploctic look at the magnificent panorama pre- 
sented by the IjIuc Mediterranean, the grayer waters of the 
Straits of Gibraltar, the accursed rock that lends its name to 
them, the neighbouring heights of Anghcra and Benzu, and 
the snowy p(iaks of the Lesser Atlas, when he heard hurried 
steps on the stairs, and the silvery tones of his wife exclaim- 
ing, joyously, 

“Bonifacio! Bonifacio! A letter from Ugi jar » A letter 
from your uncle, And such a lieavy one.” 

“ What I ” exclaimed the organist, whirling round like a 
terrestrial globe upon that portion of hivS portly person that 
rested upon his seat, “What saint can liavc ])romi»ted my 
uncle to write to me 1 For fifteen years I liave been living in 
tbis place and it is the first time that he has written to me, 
although 1 have sent him a hundred letters. Ho must want 
me to do something for him.” 

So saying he opened the letter — taking care that the Popa 
of the postscript should not get a glimpse of it — and revealed 
the yellow parchment rustling, and as it were trying to unfold 
itself. 

“ What has he sent us 1 ” asked his wife, a fair native of 
Cadiz, and still graceful despite her forty years of age. 

“ Pepita, do not be so inquisitive. I will tell you, if I 
ought to tell you, when I come down. I have told you a 
thaueand times not to read my letters.” 

“A nice warning from a libertine like you. But be quick 



ran UKLUCSY TKEASURE, 83 

and let me see if I can make ont the other paper your uncle 
has «ent you. It looks like a bank note from the other 
worliL'^ 

Whilst his wife was chattering tlie musician read his letter, 
and was sp amazed that he rose to his feet without an effort. 
Ho was, nevertlieless, so accustomed to dissimulate, that ho 
managed to say in a very natural mann#r : 

‘‘ What nonsense, "rhe old rascal must h« trying on a 
joke. Would yon beJicve tliat he has scut me this leaf from 
a Hebrew biblo for me to iijid a Jew to buy it, the old fool 
fancAo'ng that it will fetch a good round sum if At the same 
time,'’ Jio fuldod, m order to cLange the conversation, and 
puttini^ the letter and the parchment into lus pockety “lie asks 
if wo have any children.” 

He lias none,” exclaimed Pepita, quickly ; ‘‘ ho doubtless 
means us to l)c his heirs.” 

“ It is more likely that the old miser has been thinking of 
inheriting from us. Btit it is eleven o’clock and I must go 
and get the organ in tune for vespers this evening. Take 
care tliat diTiner is ready hy one, and do not forget some 
good potatoes in the stow. Whether wo liave any children ! 
1 feel ashamed to have to answer, ‘ no.^ ” 

“It is not my fault,” was the reply. “Who could' have 
loved you more than 1, who, despite your pot-belly, think 
you the handsomest man in the world ? ” 

“ Handsomest, eh '? Well, look here, Pepa,’" observed the 
organist, thinking of the parchment, “ if my uncle makes me 
his heir, or if I get rich in any other way, 1 swear to take 
you to live in the Plaza do San Antonio at Cadiz, and to 
buy you more jewelry than the Virgin of Sorrows at Grenada 
has. So good-bye, pet.” 

And chucking her under the chin, he seized his hat and 
took his way, not to the cathedral, but to the narrow lanes 
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inhabited by thofve Moorish families who were allowed to 
dwell within the fortification. 


VI. 

In tlie narrowest of J;hese lanes, at the door of a poor but 
freshly whitc^washed cabin, a Moor of thirty-five or forty was 
squatting on'iiis heels smokingapipe of sun-baked clay. He was 
a dealer in the eggs and poultry brought to the gates of Ceuta 
by the independent natives of Sierra Bullones and Sienna 
Bermeja, which eggs and poultry he retailed at the housc- 
tloors or, in the market-place at a profit of cent, per cent. 
He was called by the Spaniards Manos-gordas, and by the 
Marocanians, Admet-Ben-Carime-el-Abdoun. 

As soon as the Moor saw the organist he rose and came 
to meet him with many salaams. 

I want you to translate this document into Spanish,*^ said 
Don Bonifacio. 

Manos-gordas took the document, and at tlie first glance 
murmured, 

It is Moorish.” 

^ . 

“I think it is Arabic. But I want to know what it says, 
and if you do not deceive me I Avill give you a handsome 
present when the business I am confiding to your honesty 
is completed.” 

Meanwhile Admet-Ben-(^arime had glanced through the 
parchment and turned very pale. 

Do you see that it is a question of a great treasure?” 
said the oi^anist, in a tone half affirmative, half interrogative. 

1 think 80,” stammered the Mahometan. 

Think so ! Your very perturbation slmws that it is so.” 

‘‘Pardon iiie,” replied Manos-gordas, bathed in perspira- 
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tion ; there are w^ords in modern Arabic, and I tmderstand 
them, but there are also others in ancient Arabic which I 
cannot make out,” 

What are the words you can read 1” 

I can make out something about gold, pearls, anti the 
curse of Allah; but I cannot follow the explanation, I must 
see the Dervish of Anghera, who is leaMued in all things, and 
will be able to translate the whole. Give me tJie parchment 
now, and I will bring it back to*morrow, and will neither 
deceive nor rob you. I swear it/* 

So saying he crossed his liands, raised them to his mouth 
and kissed them fervently. 

Don Bonifacio reflected ihat in order to decipluu* tlie 
document it was necessary to trust to some Mooi’, and that 
there was no oilier so w^'cll known to or so well-disposed 
towards him as Manos-gordas, and so agreed to leave the 
manuscript witli the latter, upon his repeating his oath that ho 
would bo back the following day from Anghera with the 
translation, swearing in return for his own part to give him 
at least a hundred duros when the treasure was discovered. 

The Mussulman and the Christian took leave of one 
another, and the latter bent his steps not to his house nor to 
the cathedral, but to the office of a friend where he wrote 
the following letter : 

^ Sefior Don Matias cle Quesada and Sanchez Ugijar. 

‘‘ My dear uncle, — I thank God at having received news 
of yourself and of Aunt Encamacion, and that the news is as 
favourable as J osefa and myself could desire. We, dear uncle, 
although younger than yourselves, are very siekly and bur- 
thenedby children who will soonbecome orphans and beg alms . 
Whoever told you that the parchment which you me 
contained the indication of a treasure was laughing at you. 
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1 have had it translated by a very competent person and find 
it to be a string of blasphemies against our Lord Jesus Christ, 
the I£o]y Virgin and the Haints of Heaven, written in Arabic 
verses by a Morisco dog of the Marquisate del Cenot during 
the rebellion of Abon Humeya. In view of such a sacrilege, 
and by the advice of the Benor I^enitentiary, I have burnt 
this impudent evidence of Mahometan perversity. 

“ Kind re^#-rds to iiiy aunt, accept also those of Josefa, who 
is, for the tenth time, in an interesting condition, and send 
some pecuniary relief to your nephew, wlio is worn to skin 
and bone by his cursed stomach complaint. 

‘‘Ceuta, January 29, 1821. Donifacio.'’ 


Vll. 

Whilst the organist was writing and posting the above 
letter, Adnict-Bcn-Carime-ehAbdoim was making a not very 
]>ulky bundle of the whole of liis belongings, consisting of 
throe old haiks, two goatskin mantles, a mortar for pounding 
grain, an iron lamp, and a copper jar filled with pesetas* wliich 
li(3 had just dug up from a corner of the yard belonging to 
his cabin. With this burden he loaded his single wife, uglier 
than sin and fouler than her husband^s conscience, and left 
Ceuta, telling the officer on guard at the gate that they were 
going to Kezior change Of air by the advice of a veterinary 
surgeon. 

It may be opportui>e to mention that from that day for- 
ward nothing was ever seen or known of Manos-gordas in 
Ceuta or its environs, and that Don Bonifacio Tudela y 
Gonzalez djd not have the pleasure of receiving the transla- 
tion of the parchment from him either the following day or 
at any other period during his life. 

Small copper coins. 
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Meanwhile Admet-Ben-Canme-el-Abdotm breathed freely, 
and even gave a ekip or two, without, however, dropping hie 
lo6se slippers from his feet, as soon as he found himself outside 
the formidable walls of the Spanish fortalice, and with all 
Africa betee him* 

This way, yJama,” he sa’d to his weary spouse, as though 
addressing a mule* 

And instead of turning westward in the dir^^tion of the 
wood of Anghera, in search of the learned Santon* as he had 
told Don Bonifacio, he made his way southwards by a ravine 
shaded by trees, which led him tow irds the road to Tetuan, 
or rather the faint and winding track fchat serves for one. 

When Ben«Carime and Zama had gained the valley of 
Tarajar they halted for a short time on the })ank of the little 
stream traversing it. In that remote solitude which appears 
as if fresh from tlie hands of the Creator and untouched By 
those of man, the woman proceeded to wash and comb her- 
self whilst the Moor took out the manuscript and began to 
read it with the same emotion as on the former occasion. 

It ran as follow\s : — 

The blessing of Allah be on the honest man who reads 

this. 

‘‘There is no other glory save tliat of Allah, of whom 
Mahomet was, and is, in the heart of true believers, the 
Prophet and Envoy. 

Those i?rtio rob the house of him who is away waging 
war or in exile, shall live under the curse of Allah and 
Mahoinet, and die eaten up by vermin. 

“ Blessed be Allah, who created such to eat up evil men. 
the wTiter, am the Caid Hassan-Ben-Ju«snf, a servant 
of Allah, although I have wrongly been called Don Rodrigo 
de Aoufia by the successors of the Christian dogs, who, by 
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force, and in violation of solemn stipulations baptised witb a 
broom in guise of a boly-water sprinkler, my unfortunate 
ancestors, and many other followers of Islam in these 
realms. 

‘‘ I am a captain under the standard of him who, since the 
death of Aben Humeya, is the legitimate sovereign of Anda* 
lucia, Muley-Abdala-Mahamud'Aben-Aboo. That he is notnow 
seated on the throne of Grenada is due to the treachery 
and cowardice with which the Moors of Valencia failed in their 
promises and oaths to rise at the same time as the Moors of 
Grenada against the common tyrant, but they will be repaid 
by Allah, and if we are vanquished will also bo vanquished 
and thruct out of Spain, without the merit of having struggled 
till the last hour upon the field of honour and in defence of 
the right, whilst, if we are conquerors, we will cut olf their 
heads and throw them to the pigs. 

“ I am, in short, the lord of this Tower, and of all the land 
around it westward to the Barranco del Zarro, and eastward 
to the Barranco de los Esparragos. 

Things are not going well. Since the bastard Don Juan 
of Austria, whom iUlah confound, came to do batttle against 
the True Believers I see that for the present we shall be 
routed, tliough in future years a prince of the blood of the 
Prophet may yet recover the throne of Grenada, Which has 
been ours for seven hundred years. But, for the present, I 
repeat things are going badly, and I elntll soon have' to take 
refuge in Morocco with my forty-three sons, supposing that 
the Spairiards do not capture me in the next battle and hang 
me to a cork tree as I would hang them all if 1 could. 

Well, on quitting this tower for the last and decisive 
campaign, I shall leave hidden here, in a s^t Mdiich no one 
can reach without first coming across this pardiment, all my 
gold, all my silver, all my poaris, the treasure of my family, the 
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estate of my fathej?s, and of myself and my heirs, the property 
of which I am master by Divine and human laws, as the bird 
is of the feather that grows, or as the child is of the teeth that 
push their way with pain and trouble, or as any mortal may 
be of the cancer or leprosy inherited from his fathers, 

" Hold therefore you, be you Moor, Christian ortTew, who 
having set to work to deinolish this my*house have succeeded 
in discovering and reading the lines which L am writing. 
Stop and respect your neighbour's property. Do not lay 
your hand upon that which is his. Do not profit by his 
absoiu’c. Here there is nothing that has to do with the 
public domain or the State, The gold of the mines may 
belong to him who discovers it and a portion to the sovereign 
of the territory. But gold smelted and coined into money 
belongs to it.s master, and to no one but its master. Do 
not rob me therefore. Do not rob my descendants who will 
come on the day when it is written to recover their inheri- 
tance. If by chance you find my treasure I counsel you to 
make proclamation to the descendants of Hassan-Ben-Jussuf, 
for it is not honest to keep findings when these findings 
have known owners. 

If you do not do this, may you be cursed with the curse 
of Allah and myself ; may you be blasted by lightning ; 
may each of rny coins turn in your hands into a scorpion, 
and e.ach pearl into a venomous insect ; may your children 
dip of leprosy with their fingers rotten and fallen away so 
that they may not even be able to scratch themselves for 
ease ; may all the wives you love and pamper deceive you 
with your slaves ; may your eldest daughter flee from your 
house with a Jew ; may you be impaled upon a stake and 
held up on high to public shame until, by the weight of your 
body, the point conies out at the top of your head, and you 
are like a frog on a spit 
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" Messed be Allah who is Allah* 

" Tower of Zoraya^ in Aldeire, El Genet, the fifteenth day 
of tiie month Saphar, in the year of the Hegira, 068, 

“ Hassan-Bkn-Jussuf.” 


VIII. 

MANOS- 00 RD 4 .S remained deeply preoccupied after reading 
tin’s document, not on account of the moral maxims and 
fearful maledictions contained in it, for owing to his inter- 
course with Christians and Jews at Tetuan and Ceuta the 
scoundrel had lost his faith in Allah ami Mahomet, but from 
his beli^ that his face, his accent, and any other Mussulman 
signs about him would hinder his making his way in Spain, 
where he saw himself exposed to certain death as soon as any 
Christian discovered in him an enemy of the Holy Virgin, 
Besides, what aid could the law and authorities of Spain 
give to a foreigner, a Mahometan, to acquire the Tower of 
Zoraya, malcc excavations, and take possession of the treasure 
without losing it at once, together with his life. 

There is no other way,” ran his concluding reflections, 
^*I must trust to the renegade, Ben-Miinuza, he is a 
Spaniard, and his company would free me from oil peril 
there. But ^as there is not a wors(i man undcu* tlie canopy of 
heaven than this renegade, 1 must adopt some precautions,” 
In virtue of this reflection he took out v^riting materials, 
wrote a letter, addressed it, fastened it with a, little bread 
chewed into a paste, and laughed diabolically. :Then turning 
to his wife, who was still engaged in removing a year’s dirt 
at the cost of thb clearness of the stream, and summoning 
her by a whistle, he spoke as follows : 

Sit down and listen attentively t<i what I have to say 
to you ” 
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The woman curled herself up like a cat, fixed on Msmos- 
gordas the two carbuncles that served her for eyes, and 
replied : 

Speak, my lord, whom your servant only desires to 
obey.” 

Manos-gordas continued, ‘‘ If, from this time forw^ard, any 
accident should befall me, or if I disappear from the world 
without first taking leave of you, or if, having bid you fare- 
well, you do not receive* any news from me withm six weeks, 
you must manage to get into Ceuta and to post this letter 
there. You understand ? ” 

Zama Imrst into t(*.ars and exclaimed: Admot, are you 
going to leave me?” 

‘‘Do not howl,” replied the Moor, “who talks about 
leaving you. You know well enough that you please me and 
are useful to me. But the question at present is whether you 
thoroughly understand my commission.” 

The woman opened her dress and taking the letter 
placed it next to her heart. 

“ There,” she said, “ if any harm comes, tliis letter shall 
fall into the post at Ceuta, even if I have to follow it to the 
tomb.” 

Aben-Carime smiled. 


IX, 

The wandering couple must have slept late, for it was 
not less than nine o’clock on the following morning when they 
reached Cabo Negro. 

Here there is an Arab settlement, consisting of a fewjcabins, 
a morabite or hermitage, and a, well with a stone rim and 
copper bucket. The settlement was entirely doserted at that 
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iBOniiiai All the inhabitants had sallied foith 'vdth their 
their implements of labour to the neighbouring hills 
and dales. 

“Wait for me here,” said Manos-gordas to his wife. “ I 
am.going in quest of Ben-Munuza, who must be somewhere 
on tlie other side of that hill, ploughing the Wretched strip 
of ground he has these.” 

“ Beii-Mu»uza,” said Zama with alarm, “ the renegade of 
whom, you have spoken to me.” 

“ Do not fear,” interrupted Manos-gordas, “ to-day I am 
more powerful than he is. Within a couple of hours I shall 
be back and you will sec him follow me with the humility of 
a dog. -This is his cabin. Wait for us in it and prepare a 
big dish of cooscoosoo with the maize and the butter you will 
within. You know I like it well cooked. Ah ! I wa.s 
forgetting. If I am not back by nightfall set out, and if you 
do not find me on the other side of the hiU, or if you find 
mo a corpse, return to Ceuta and post the letter. Another 
point, if it is my body you find, search it so as to discover 
whether or not Ben-Munuza has robbed mo of tlii.s parchment. 
If he has done so return from Ceuta to Tetuan and there 
denounce the robbery and murder to the authorities. That 
is all. Good-bye.” 

The woman remained in tears aiid Manos-gordas took the 
path leading to the summit of the nearest hill. 


X. 

Ok crossing the hill he soon discovered in the adjoining 
valley a stoutly built Moor, clad wholly in white, engaged in 
ploughing fihe black earth in patriarchal fashiem, with. the 
aid of a pair df bullocks. This man appeared a marble statue 
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of iweo, y^t he was the gloomy aad dreaded regonade* Bejn* 
Munuza* H<* was about forty> strong, active and with aVety 
lugubrious countenance, while his eyes were Mue, and bis 
hair as yellow as that African sun which had bronzed his face. 

Good-day, Manos-gordas,” he cried in Spanish, .as soon 
as he caught sight of the Moor, his voice expressing the 
melancholy joy of the exile who finds a ghance of employing 
his native tongue. 

Good Jay, Juan Falgueira,'^ rei)Iir*d Bon-Canme, sarcas. 
tically. 

The rcnega<bi Iremblod from head t- ^oot on hearing this 
salutation, and plucked the iron bar from the plough as 
thougli t<f defend himself. , 

What name did you utter ? he said, advancing towards 
Manos-gordas. 

The latter looked at him smilingly and answered in Arabic, 
with a courage of which no one woiild have l)elieYed him 
capable. 

I uttered your real name, the name you bore in Spain 
when you were a Christian, and which I learned when I was 
in Oran three years ago.” 

In Oranr* 

“In Oran, yes. What is there strange in that? You 
came from there to Morocco, and when I went there to buy 
fowls, I asked about you, giving your description, and your 
story was told me by several Spaniards. I learned that you 
were a Galician, named Ju£ui Falgueim, and that you had 
escaped from the jail at Grenada, where you lay Under sen- 
tence of death for having robbed and murdered, fifteen years 
ago, some geoitleman in whose employ you were m a muleteer. 
Have you now any doubt as to whether 1 know ^ou ? 

“ Tell me,” answered the renegade in a loiy yoice^i and 
glancing around him, “hav^ you told this to* any of the 
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Moors? Does anyone beside yourself know it in this accursed 
country. For I seek to live in peace without anyone or any- 
thing recalling to me that evil deed, of which perhaps I have 
purged myself. 1 am poor, I liave no family, nor any longer 
a country, a native tongue, or a God. I live amongst foes 
without other possessions than these bullocks and tliis land, 
acquired by dint of Jten years of toil. Consequently you did 
badly to con^e and tell me 

‘‘Wait exclaimed Manos-gordas, much alarmed. “Do 
not glare at me like a wolf, I come to do you a good turn, and 
not to ofiond yon o\Tt of mere wan ton ness. I iiave told no 
one your story. Why ? Be(‘.ause every secret is a treasure 
wliich he who tells it loses. There are, however, cas(}s in 
which there may ])e very useful iutercliaiigos of seerets. 
For instance, 1 am going to tell you an im]>ortant secret of 
my own, which will servo as an e<(uiva]ent to the one I 
possess of yours, and bind us to be friends all oiir lives. 

“ 1 understand. Go on,” calmly replied the ren(‘.gade. 

B(ui-Carime tlnm r<‘ad the parclmumt while Juan Falgueira 
listened without movin/ an eyelash, and as though annoyed, 
seeing wliich, th<,‘ Moor, in order to inspire him -with conti- 
dence, revealed the fact that he himself liad stolen tliis docu- 
ment from a Christian of Ceuta. 

The Spaniard smiled slightly at the thought of the fear 
in which he must bo held by the poultry dealer, since the 
latter told him of this robbery without there being any 
iKicessity for his doing so, and Manos-gordas, encouraged by 
tliivS smile, at length came to the bottom of the business. 

“I suppose you appreciate the importance of the document, 
and the reason why I have read it to you. J do not know 
where the Tower of Zoraya, or Aldehe, or Cenct is situated. 
I do not know how to reach Spain or to travel in it, and 
besides I sJfould be slain there for not being a Christian, or 
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slioiiltl at any rate be robbed of the treasure before or after 
discoyeriiig it. For the^se reasons it is necessary that I 
should be aceoinx>anied by a Spaniard, faithful and true to 
me, (;f wliose life I should be master, and whom I could slay 
wdth a single word, like you, Juan Falgueira, who, after all, 
]ia\(^ not done very well by robbery and murder, since you 
are toiling here like a ninle, when, with the share of the 
tj‘easnrc I would give ''/on, you could go elsewhere to some 
otlier paj't of the world and ej'joy yourself. What do you 
tliiuk of ray projjosal 

it is very ’^vcll put iogeiljer for a Moor/’ answered 
irvau v\iiose strong hands, crms('d b< i)ind liis 
hack, 11 <0 ba]‘ of iron hung down (piivering like ^a tiger’s 
tail. 

Monos-gordas sinile<l proudly, thinking that liis proposal 
was accepted. 

“ JN'evertheless,” exmiinued the gloomy Galician, ‘‘you 
have made a mistake.” 

“In what?” asked Manos-gordas, drawing liimself up 
with the air of a man about to listen to some nonsensical 
objection. 

“You did not reckon that I should be a fool to go with 
you to ypain to put you in possession of one half of a trea~ 
suiti, expecting you to ])ut me in possession of the other half. 
Yoxi would only have to denounce me the day we reached 
Aldeire and you would bo free of my company and of the 
necessity for giving me half the wealth discovered. You are 
not as clever as I thought you were, but only a poor fellow 
worthy of pity, who lias taken a blind alley in shewing me 
the indications of this wealth, and telling me at the same 
time that you know my story, and that if I were with you in 
Spain you would be the absolute master of my life. But 
wlmt need have I of you? What aid of youm do I lack to 
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secure the whole treasure ? What were you to me from the 
moment that you read me that parchment ; from the 
moment in yfliich it was in my power to take it from 
you ? ’’ 

“What do you say?” shrieked Manos-gordas, feeling the 
chill of approaching death run through his bones. 

“ I say nothing. I act,” replied Juan Falgueiraj dealing a 
terrible blow^with tfie iron bar at the head of Bcn-Carime, 
who fell to the ground a corpse. 


XL 

Tiirbe or four weeks after the death of Manos-gordas, in 
the last week of February, snow was falling heavily at 
Aldeire, and throughout the Sierra Nevada. 

It was the first Sunday in Lent, and the church-bell was 
summoning to mass the sorely chilled Christians of that 
parish, so unpleasantly near heaven, who, however, did not 
seem very much inclined to quit their heartlis and homes in 
such rough and inclement weather. 

Such, at any rate, was the view of Tio Juan Gomez, 
despite the arguments of his more pious wife, Sena Torcuata, 
who was begging him not to eat any more “roscas,” or drink 
any more brandy, hut to accompany her to mass like a good 
Christian, when, in the midst of their dispute, Tio Genaro, 
the head shepherd, entered the kitchen, and said:~ 

“ God give you good day, Sehor Juan and Sofia Torcuata. 
I have something to tell you about what been hap- 
pening out at the back there, %vhich is why I :^ve‘ come 
down here in such weather instead of going to hear 
mass.” 

“ Come, come^” interrupted the Mayor’s wife. ^ Now you 
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will be chattering and drinking all day. You 'mil be damned, 
Juan, if you do not soon make your peace with the Church 
and give up this cursed mayoralty.” 

She had, however, to start without her husband, who 
pusliing a glass and a “ rosco ” towards the shepherd, said, 

‘‘ Woman’s nonsense, Tio Genaro, sit down and tell me 
all about it. Wliat lias been taking plaoi) ? ” 

^‘Only this, that last r^voning the goatherd Fifjncisco saw 
<i man dressed like a native of Malaga and wra])pod up in a 
cloak enter the new enclosure and wander rouii* 1 the Moor’s 
Tower, studying it and measuring it like a inaster-Luilder. 
Francisco asked him what he wanted, and the stranger in 
reply asked who the owner of the tower was*. On 
Francisco telling him that it was no one less than tlu‘ Mayor 
of the town, he said that he would see your worship in 
course of the evening and explain what ho wanted. Night 
came on and the man seemingly went off, on which the 
goatherd retired to his cabfii, which you know is hard by. 
Two hours after dark he heard very strange noises in the 
tower, and saw a light, which so alarmed him that he did 
not dare venture out to my cabin to inform mo until it was 
daylight, when he told me the circumstance and tliat the 
noises had continued all night. As I have served the King, 
and am not easily frightened, I went at once to the tower, 
accompanied by Francisco, who was all of a tremble, and found 
the stranger wrapped in his cloak sleeping in a room on the 
lower floor that has still a roof over it, I awoke tliis 
suspicious individual and asked him what he meant by 
sleeping in a strange house without the owner’s leave, when 
he answered me that it was not a house but only a i>ile of 
ruins where there was no harm in a poor traveller taking 
shelter on a snowy night, and that he was ready to call on 
your worship and explain matters. He has accordingly 

D 
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come with me and is at the yard door with the goatherd 
awaiting your leave to oome in.” 

Let him come in,” answered Tio Homiga, jumping up 
greatly excited, for it had occurred^ to him from the very 
beginning of the shepherd’s story that all this nuist have 
something to do with the treasure, the search for which 
by his unaided endeavours he had given up a week past, 
though not* until after uselessly and futilely removing a 
number of heavy stones well cemented together. 


XII 

The stranger and Tio Juan Gomez found themselves face 
to face, and alone. 

What is your name ?” enquired the latter, with all tb' 
authority of a mayoi*, and without asking the other to sit down. 

My name is Jaime Olot,” answered the unknown. 

** Your accent seems a foreign one. Are you English ? ” 
'‘I am a Catalan.*' 

Eh, a Catalan ? Yes, that may be so. But what brings 
you here, and above all what the devil were you about 
yesterday measuring in my tower 1” 

** I will tell you. My avocation is that of a miner, and 
I have come to seek work in this district, celebrated for its 
silver and copper mines. Yesterday, on passing by the? 
Moor’s Tower, I saw that with the stones taken from it a 
cattle fold was being erected, and that it would be necessary 
to extract a good many more to complete the circuit. I am 
accustomed to works of demolition, and it occurred to me to 
offer to pull down the whole of the tower by contract, that is 
if I can coipe to an understanding with the owner.” ^ 

Tio Hormiga winked his grey eyes and replied indifferently, 
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** Well, Sefior, such an arrangement would not suit 

“I would do the whole job very cheaply, almost for 
nothing.” 

“ That would suit me still less.” 

The so-styled Jaime Olot stared hard at Tio Juan Gomez 
as though to divine the real import of this strange reply, 
hut not being able to read anything hi )iis worship’s foxy 
physiognomy, added with feigned carelessness 

It might also suit me to restore part of tliat old building 
and to live in it, cultivating the land you mean to enclose. I 
will buy the Moors Tower and the surrounding land of you.” 

*‘It does not suit me to sell,” replied Tio Hormiga. 

“Eut I will pay you double its worth,” said the self-styled 
Catalan emphatically. 

“For that very reason it suits me less,” repeated the 
Andalucian with such an insulting air of superior cunning 
that his interlocutor took a step backwards as though aware 
that he was treading on dangerous ground. 

After reflecting for a moment or so he raised his head, 
crossed his arms, and said, laughing cynically, 

“Then you know that there is a treasure?” 

Tio Juan Gomez sank back in his chair, and looking up 
ut the Catalan exclaimed : 

“ What surprises me is that you should know of it.” 

“Tlien you will be much more astonished when I teU you 
that I am the only one who knows it with certainty.” 

“You mean that you know the exact spot where the 
treasure is hidden?” 

“I do know the exact spot, and it would not take mo 
twenty-four hours to lay bare aU the wealth lying there.” 

“If this is so, have you a certain document?” 

“Yes, Sefior, I have a parchment of the time of the Moors, 
half a yard square, in which everything is explained.” 

D 2 
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‘‘And this parchmentf * 

“I do not carry it about with me, nor is there any need 
for me to do so, since I know its contents by heart, both in 
Arabic and Spanish. Oh ! no, I am not such a fool as to 
expose myself to capture with arms and baggage. That is 
why before venturi^ll’^iO this district I hid the parchment 
where I alone can fiwi it.*’ 

“In that case the only thing is to come to an understand* 
ing like two good friends, Senor Jaime Olot,” said the Mayen, 
pouring out a glass of brandy and offering it to the stranger. 

“Yes, let us come to an understanding,” replied the lattei*, 
sitting down without more ceremony and emptying tin* 
glass. ‘ 

“Tell me,** said Tio Hormiga, “and toll me truly, in order 
that I may believe in your good faith ** 

“Ask away, I will be silent when it suits me to conceal 
anything.** 

“ Do you conic from Madrid ? ** 

“ No, Sefior, it is five and twenty years since I was there 
for the first and last time.** 

“ Do you come from the Holy Land ? ** 

“ No, Sefior, I have never been there.** 

“ Do you know a lawyer at Dgijar, named Don Matias dt‘ 
Quesada?** 

“ No, Seilor, I liatCi all lawyers and their breed ? ** 

“ Then how did you get hold of the parchment I ’* 

Jaime Olot remained silent. 

“ That suits me, I §ee that you do not want to lie,** ex- 
claimed the Mayor. “ But it is also certain that Don Matias 
de Quesada has deceived liie, cheating me out of two gold 
onzas, and then selling tlie document to some one at MelUla 
or Ceuta. For it is certain that although you are not a 
Moor, you bear traces of having been in Africa.** 
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Jlo not worry yourself or lose time, I can relieve you 
from doubt This lawyer must have sent the parchment to 
a Spaniard at Ce)ita, from whom it was stolen three weeks 
ago by the Moor who transferred it to me.” 

“Ah ! I have it He must have sent ifc to his nephew, 
who is organist at the cathedral there, one Bonifacio 
Tu(hda.” 

“ Tliat is not unlikely.” 

“Rascal of a Don Matias! To trick his old friend like 
tliat ! But soQ how chance has brought ))ack the jiarchmcnt 
into my hands.” 

“ Or rather into mine,” observed the stranger. 

“ Into ours,” exclaimed the Mayor, refilling the glass with 
brandy. “ So, Sefior, we are millionaires. Let us divide the 
treasure, share and share alike, since you cannot dig in that 
ground without my leave, nor I find the treasure without the 
ludp of the parchment which has become yours. Fate has 
made us brothers. From to-day you shall live with me. 
-Another glass. And as soon as it is daylight to-morrow %ve 
will begin to dig,” 

blatters had reached this stage when the Sofia Torcuata 
retunicd from mass. Her Imsband told her all that had 
]ia])pened, and introduced Sefior Jaime Clot. The good 
woman lieard with equal fear and joy that the treasure was 
about to make its appearance, appealed to the saints xepeat- 
erlly on hearing of the treachery and baseness of Don Matias, 
and viewed the stranger, whose physiognomy appeared to Injr 
to presage misfortunes, with alarm. 

Learning that she would have to give that individual 
something to eat, she went to the larder in quest of its 
choicest contents, not without muttering to herself : 

“ It is high time the treasure did turn up, ^ince whether 
it does or does not after all, it has cost us the thirty-two 
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dtiros for the faiRCms onp of chocolate, the old friendship of 
Bon Matia^ and brought up such an ill-looking stranger as a 
guest Accursed be treasures, and mines, and devils, and 
everything else beneath the surface of the earth, except the 
well-springs and the blessed dead/' 


xni 

The Sena Torcuata with these ideas in her head, and a 
frying-pan in either hand, was approaching the cooking-stove 
when shouts and outcries were heard in the street, together 
with voices exclaiming : 

** Sefior Mayor, open the door. The officers of justice from 
the city are entering the town with a number of soldiers." 

Jaime Olot turned as white as a sheet on hearing these 
words, and said : 

Hide me, Senor. If not we shall never have the treasure. 
The police are in quest of me.” 

‘‘ In quest of you ! Why 1 Are you a criminal 
1 said so,” exclaimed Tia Torcuata. ‘‘ No good could 
come out of such a face as that. It is all a trick of 
Lucifer.” 

Quick, quick,” said the stranger. “ Let me out through 
the yard door.” 

“Very well. But tell me first where the treasure lies," 
expostulated Tio Hormiga. 

“Senor Mayor,” cried those Avithout, “openi The town 
is surrounded. It seems that they are seeking the man who 
has been with you for the last hour.” 

; “ Open in the name of the law !” cried an imperati\% voice, 

accompanied by a serieis of sounding blows oil title door. 

“ There is ho help for it,” said the Mayor, proceeding to 
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open the door, whilst the stranger made his way to the back 
door leading into the yard. 

But the shepherd and goatherd were on the alert to block 
his way, and, with the aid of the soldiers, who had also 
entered at the back, seized and secured him mthout any 
injury, although in the struggle he displayed the strength and 
activity of a tiger. 

The chief constable of the district, who Kad imder his 
orders a clerk and twenty infantry soldiers, explained to the 
alarmed Mayor the reason of this capture. 

“Inis man,*’ he said, ‘^wuth whom you were locked in, 
why, 1 know not, and with whom you w'ere talking, of I 
know not what matters, is the well-knovrn* Galician, Juan 
Falgueira, who fifteen years ago robbed and murdered some 
gentleman, in whose service he was as muleteer, near 
Grenada. On the eve of his execution he Scaped in 
the garb of the friar appointed to prepare him for death, 
leaving him behind half strangled. A fortnight back tlie 
Government received a letter from Ceuta, signed by a 
Moor named Manos-gordas, stating that Juan Falgueira, after 
having resided for a considerable time in Oran and other 
parts of Africa, w^as on the point of embarking for Spain, 
and that it would be easy to lay hands on liim at Aldeire, 
where he was thinking of buying a Moorish tower. At the 
same time the Consul-General at Tetuan wrote to say that a 
Moorish woman named Zama had called to inform him that a 
Spanish renegade named Ben-Munuza, formerly styled Juan 
Falgueira, had sailed for Spain after having murdered her 
husband, a Moor, named Manos-gordas, and stolen a certain 
valuable parchment from him. On account of all this, and 
notably for the assault upon the friar, the King especially 
enjoined upon the authorities of Grenada the capture of this 
ruffian, and his immediate execution in that efty.” 
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T3ie iwjmr imd agfconisbneBt of the bystanders and the 
agony bf Tio Honaiga, who could no longer have the least 
doubt that the |>redous parchment was in the power of a 
- nian sentenced to death, may be imagined. 

The avaricious Mayor, however, at the risk of coni- 
prbmising himself even more deeply, returned to call Juan 
Falgueira on one ^side and whisper with him, after 
taking the ^precaution to say he wished only to ascertain 
whether the^ culprit would confess his faults to God and 
man. The conversation between the two partners ran as 
follows : 

‘‘Partner,” said Tio Hormiga, “nothing can save you. 
But it would bfe a pity for the parchment to be lost. Tell 
me where you have hidden it.” 

“ Partner,” replied the Galician, “ with the help of that 
parchment, or rather the treasure it represents, I hope to 
purchase my freedom. Obtain mo the King^s pardon, and I 
will give it up to you. Meanwhile I shall make an offer of 
it to the judges, to get them to declare that my crime has 
been purged by fifteen years of exile.” 

“ Partner,” observed Tio Hormiga, “ you are a deep one, 
and I hope your plans will succeed. But if they should fail, 

I beg you, for God’s sake, not to carry to the tomb a secret 
that will profit no one.” 

“ I shall, tliough,” replied Juan Falgueira, “ I must avenge 
myself on the world somehow.” 

“ Come, let us make a start,” cried the constable, putting 
an end to this curious interview. 

And the doomed man was marched off by the soldiers in 
the direction of the city of Guadix, whence he was to be 
taken to Grenada. 

“The devil! the devil!” exclaimed the wife of Juan 
Gomez. “ Cursed be all treasures.”, 
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XIV. 

It is hardly necessary to say that Tio Hormiga did not snoceed 
in obtaining a pardon for Jnan Fulgueira, that the judges 
did not pay any serious attention to the offers made to them 
by the latter of a treasure if they would acquit him, and 
that the terrible Galician refused to reveal either the hiding- 
])lace of th{* parchment or the site of the trellsure to the 
Mayor of Aldeire, who, in the hope of inducing him to 
make dis(*Josures, visited him in the jail of Grenada on the 
eve of his * xecution. 

Juan Falgiieira was executed; and on the return of Tio 
Honniga to Aldeire he fell sick of a fever, brought on by 
fatigue and disappointment, which fever carried him off in a 
few days. 

Before dying he managed to write a letter to Don Matias 
(le Quesada, reproaching him for his treachery and fraud, 
wluch had cost three men their lives, and pardoning him, 
ap a Christian should, on condition of his refunding the 
lliirty-two duros to the Sefia Torcuata. 

This formidable letter reached XJgijar at the same time as 
the news of the death of Juan Gomez, and so affected the 
old lawyer that he too expired shortly afterwards, not without 
Avriting before his last hour a terrible epistle, full of insults 
and curses, to his nephew, the organist of the cathedral at 
Ceuta, accusing him of having robbed and deceived him, and 

being the cause of his death. 

To the perusal of this well-founded and appalling accusation 
may be traced the apoplectic stroke that carried off Don 
Bonifacio. 

And as the Sena Torcuata, the only other person left 
who knew anything about the fatal parchment which had 
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caused the deaths of five people, took especial cabe never 
to breathe a word about it during her life — ^being firmly 
persuaded that all these deaths were the direct work of the 
devil, and due to the association of her husband with the 
enmnies of ,the altar and the throne — no one has yet suc- 
ceeded in laying hands upon the Moorish treasure. 


THE END. 
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vith them, weep and laugh and desjiair with them ; he breathes the very breath of their 
.ostrils, and with the madness that comes upon them he is afflicted even as they. Tins sounds 
.xtravagont praise, no doubt ; but only to those who have not read the vidume. To those who 
lave, we arc sure that it will appear rather under the mark than otherwise." 


In crown 8vo, heaidifnlly printed on- veUmndexture paper, and Illustrated with 
Etchings, hy French Artists. 

MADAME BOVARY; 

PROVINCIAL MANNERS. 

By GUSTAVE FLAUBERT. 

Translated by I^eanor Marx-Aveling. Witl#an Introduction and notes of the 
proceedings against toe author before the ** Tribunal CorreetionneP' of Paris. 

[During May, 



C VIZETELLV ^ C0:s NEW BOOKS &* NEW EDITIONS. 
sEcom *Emmn, sixth thousand. 

The First Edition was entirely sold on the day of Publication. 

JFith 32 highly finished page Engrannys^ cloth giltf price 3s. 6d, 

SAPPHO: Parisian Manners. 

Bt ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

Ukabkidoed TiianslationVkom the 100th French Edition. 

“The book may, witbont exaggeration, bo described as a glowing picture of r,<ri-5!?an li^'e. 
with all its diversity of charaetei*8, with its Bohemian and half-world circles that are to be touii<) 
nowhere else ; with all its special immorality, in short, but also with the touch of tliat 

saves it from inter corruption, ami with the keen artistic sense that preservea its votaries from 
absolute degradation,”— Ttugntph. 

**• VllETECLY lO CO:S Edition of SAPPHO'^ is the only comphfe one. 
It contains every line of the original work and fifig pages more matter than any other. 

In crown 8vo, with Frontispiece, cloth gilt, price 6s. 

A DRAMA IN MUSLIN. 

By GEORGE MOORE. 

Authok of “A Mummer’s AVife,” “A AIodeiin Lover,” &c. lEadj/ in June. 

In crown 8t'(?, with a Portrait of the Author, Etched by Bocourt. 

CRUEL ENIGMA. 

By PAUL BOUKGET. [Early in En 

UNIFORM AVITH THE ABOVE, 

A LOVE CRIME. 

By PAUL BOURGET. IKarly in May. 

NEW VOLS. OF M. EMILE ZOLA’S WORKS. 

Translated, 'without Abridgment, from the Latest French Edition.s. 

Price 08. each. 

In crown Svo, with a Portrait of the AMor, Etched by Bocourt, 

1. HIS MASTERPIECE? 

By EMILE ZOLA. 

Being a Translation of the New Realistic Novel, “ L’CBuvre,** [Shorthj. 

In croton Svo, illustrated with iirUed page Engravings. 

2. THE LADIES’ PARADISE: 

A SEfillELTO “PIPING HOT!". 

By EAIILE ZOLA, 


[Emdy. 




VIZETELLY Sr^ ^0:S NEW BOOKS &• NEW EDITIONS. 


In small post Sw, omataeiital scarlet covers. Is. each. 

THE GABORIAU AND DU BOISGOBEY 
SENSATIONAL NOVELS. 


“ Ah, friend, how many and many a while 
They’ve made the slow time fleetly flow* 

And s<»luccd pain and charmed exile, 

JdoisoouEY and Gaboriau I " 

Ballade of Railicay Novels ia Longman’s Magazine.” 

IN PERIL OF HIS LIFE. 

“ A story of thrilling interest, and admirably translated.’'— Times. 

“ Hardly ever has a more ingeniou*^- circtinistantial case been iniiigined than that whii h 
puts the hero in peril of his lire, and the manner in which the prciof of his innocom e is 
finally br jught about is scarcely loss skilful .” — Jllustiuted kipOsiing and Braniatic Ncica. 

THE LEROUGE CASE. 

“ M. Gabnrmu is a skilful and brilliant writer, capable of .sf» 'o vorting the attention and 
interest of his readers that not one word or line in his book w'lJ bo skipped oi read care- 
lessly. Hampshire Advertiser. * 

OTHER PEOPLE’S MONEY. 

“The interest is kept up throughout, and the story is told graphically and with u goo 
deal of art.”— London Figaro. 

LECOQ THE DETECTIVE. TwoVoLs. 

“Ill the art of forging a tangled chain of complicated incidents involved and hiex- 
plicablo until the last link is rtached and the wliole intuio clear, .Mi. Wilkie Uollhis is 
equalled, if not excelled, by M. Gaboriau.”— IkmUi. 

THE GILDED CLIQUE. 

“Full of incident, and instinct with life and action. Altogether this U a most 
fascinating book.”— Hampshire Advertiser. 

THE MYSTERY OF ORCIVAL. 

“The Author keeps the interest of the reader at fever boat, and by a 8uceo'->^i<iii nf 
inicxpectod lums and incidents, the drama is ultimately wurke i out to a very 
bant result. The ability disiilayed is unquestionable. ' — iUhtj/ield Judeptfident. 

DOSSIER NO. 113. 

“ The phit is worked out with great skill, and from first to hist the reader’s ini crest ii 
never allowed to flag ,” — Jlambartoa Herald. 

THE LITTLE OLD MAN OF BATIGNOLLES. 

THE SLAVES OF PARIS. TwoVok 

“Sensational, full of interest, cleverly conceived, and wrought out with consiuum.it; 
skill.”— and Cambridge Joarnal. 

THE CATASTROPHE. TwoVok 

“ A plot vicforously and skilfully constructed, leading through a series of eurpriniu i 
dramatic scen&s and thrilling mysteries, and culminaLing in a sudden and ctmitiK,io 
exposure of crime and triumph of innocence. * 'Tift Catastrophe ’ does amjde cn. At t-. 
Irt, Guboriau's ro{iutatiou as a novelist of vast resource in incident and of wondcrinl 
ingenuity in constructing and unravelling thrilling mystorios.”— Adi^^rifeut Journal, 




nZETELLY &• CO:s N£w BOOKS &• mu' EDITIONS. 


INTRIGUES OF A POISONER. 

** The wondexiful Senaatloxial Novek ol Sfinile Oaboxiau.’'— Cr^&e. 

THE COUNT’S MILLIONS. Two Vois. 

**To these who love the niTStedoiu and the sense ticmal, OahoriauVs stories are irrc* 
Bistibly fascinating. His xoarvellously clever t>ageB hold the mirror up to nature with 
absolute fidelity ; and the interest with which he contrives to invest his characters proves 
that exaggeration Is unnecessary to a master.”— Society. 

rriE OLD AGE OF LECOQ, THE DETECTIVE. TwoVois. 

“ The romances of Gaboriau and Du Boi^obey picture the marvellous Lecoq and other 
wonders of shrewdness, who pieco together the elaborate details of the most complicated 
crimes, as Professor Owen with the smallest bone as a foundation could reconstruct the 
most extraordinary auimala." — Standard. 

IN THE SERPENTS’ COILS. 

“This is a^ost picturesque, dramatic, and powerful sensational novel. Its interest 
never flags. Its terrific excitement continues to the end. The reader i& kept spell- 
bound. ” — Oldha m. Chronicle. 

THE DAY OF RECKONING. Two Vok. 

M. du Boiagobey gives us no tiresome descriptions or laboured analyses of cbaractor ; 
under his facile pen plots fuU of incident are quickly opened and unwound. Ho does 
not stop to moralise ; all his art consists in creating intricacies which shall keep the 
reader’s curiosity on the stretch, and offer a full aaope to his own really wonderful 
ingenuity for unravelling.”— Tima. 

THE SEVERED HAND. 

“ The plot is a marvel of intricacy and cleverly managed surprises.”— Xtfcmjy Worhl. 

** Readers who lUce a thoroughly entangled and thrilling plot will welcome this novel 
with avidity."— Bmfol Mercnry. 

BERTHA’S SECRET. 

” ‘ Bertha’s Secret * is a most effective romance. We need not say how the story ends, 
for this would spoil the reader’s pleasure in a novel whicli depends for all its interest ou 
the skilful weaving and unweaving of mysteries, but we will repeat that ‘Bertha’s 
Secret’ is very well worth perusal.”— Tiwes. 

WHO DIED LAST? OR THE RIGHTFUL HEIR. 

“Travellers at this season of the year will find the time occupied by a long journey 
pass away as rapidly as they can doaire with one eff Du Bolsgobey s absorbing volumes iu 
their hand.”— ivimdo/i Figaro. 

THE CRIME OF THE OPERA HOUSE. Two Vok. 

“ Wo are led breathless from the first page to the last, and close the book with a 
thorfiugh admiration for the vigorous romandst who has tne courage to fulfil the true 
Duictioii of the story-teller, by making reflection subordinate to action.”— .4 Uerdeew 
Journal. 


Lately jntUisIicd Volumes, 

THE MATAPAN AFFAIR. 

A FIGHT FOR A FORTUNE. 

THE GOLDEN PIG ; OR, THE IDOL OP MODERN PARIS. 2 Vok. 

To he followed hy 

THE THUMB STROp. 

THE CORAL PIN. Two Vok 




VIZETELLY CO.'S NEW BOOKS &• NEW EDITIONS. 


In double volumes, bound in searlet cloih^ irrice 2^. 6rf. cocA. 

NEW EDITIONS OF THE 

GABORIAU AND DU BOISGOBEY 
SENSATIONAL NOVELS. 

NOW READY. 

1. -THE MYSTEBY OF OBCIVAL, AND THE GILDED CLiaXTE. 

2. -THE LEROXTGE CASE, AND OTHER PEOPLE’S HONEY. 

3. -LEC0a, THE DETECTIVE. 4.~THE SLAVES OF PARIS. 

5. -IN PERIL OF HIS LIFE, AND INTRIGUES OF A POISONER. 

6 . -D0SSrER NO. 118, AND THE LITTLE* OLD MAN- OF BATI- 

GNOLLES. 7.~THE COUNT’S HILLIONS. 

8. THE OLD AGE OF LECOG, THE DETECTIVE. 

9. - THE CATASTROPHE. 10.~THB DAY OP RECKONING 

11. -THE SEVERED HAND, AND IN THE SERPENTS’ COILS. 

12. -BEBTHA’S SECRET, AND WHO DIED LAST? 

13. -THE CRIME OP THE OPERA HOUSE. 

14. ~THB MATAPAN AFP AIR, AND A FIGHT FOB A FORTUNE. 

15. - THE GOLDEN PIG, OR THE IDOL OP MODERN PARIS. 

16. -THE THUMB STROKE, AND THE NAMELESS MAN. 

17. -THE CORAL PIN. 18. -HIS GREAT REVENGE. 


In Hinullpod Svoj ornaoiwUal covers, Is. each ; in cloth, Is. GtL 

VIZETELLY’S POPULAR FRENCH NOVELS. 

TRANSLATIONS OF THE BEST EXAMPLES OF RECENT FRENCH 
FICTION OF AN UNOBJECTIONABLE CHARACTER. 


“ Tlipy are hooks that wo i/ he. safely left lying about where the Iwlies of the family can pick them up 
and read them. The intei'ed tMy create is happily not of the vicious sort at all. '* 

Sheffield Indbpendent. 


FROMONT THE YOUNGER & RISLER THE ELDER. By 

A. Daudet. 

The senes starts well with M. Alphonse Daudet’s masterpiece."— 

“A terrible st<jry, powerful after a sledge-hammer fashion In some parts, and won- 
derfully tender, touching, and pathetic in others, the extraordinary popularity whoreof 
may bo inferred from the hwt that this English version is said to be ‘ translate from the 
fiftieth French edition.’ ''^Illustrated iondon News. 


SAMUEL BROHL AND PARTNER. By V. Cherbuliidz. 

“ Those who have read this singular story in the original need not be reminded of that 
supremely dramatic study of the man who lived two lives at once, even within himself 
The reader's discovery of his double nature is one of the most cleverly managed of sur- 
prises, and Samuel Brohl’s final dissolution of partnership with himself is a remarkable 
stroke of almost pathetic comedy.’’— T/Ae Graphic. 


THE DRAMA OF THE RUE DE Ik PAIX. By A. Belot. 

‘‘A highly ingenious plot is developed to ’The Drama of the Rue de la Paix,’ to 
which a decidedly interesting and thrilling nairative Is told^ with great force and 
passion, relieved by sprightliness and teudemess."— Rli/sfrafcd London News. 


MAUGARS JUJiflOR. By A. Theuriet.# 

“ One of the most charming novelettes we have readfor a long time.”— lifcrary JTorld, 



•ME. WLLY NEW BOOKS N^W EDITIONS . 

WAYWARD DOSIA, & THE GENEROUS DIPLOMATIST. 

By Henry Gr&ville, 

"As epigrammatic m aDythteg Lord Beaconsfield has ever written."- nr 

Telegmjih. 

A NEW LEASE OF LIFE. & SAVING A DAUGHTER’S 

DOWKY. By E. About. 

" * A New Lease of life ’ is an absorbing story, the interest of which is kept up to tb .5 
very end.**— J>ubiin Eoeniug Mail. 

"The story, as a Nit^ht of brilliant and eccentric imagination, is unequalled in its 
peculiar way. **— T'fcs Graphic. 

COLOMBA, & CARMEN. By p. ffiEiirin. 

* ‘ The freshness and racineas of * Colomba * is quite cheering after the stereotyped thre- - 
volume novels witli whlckDur circulating llbranes are crammed."— //tt/i/w; Tivifs. 

"‘Carmen* will be welcomed by the lovers of the sprightly and tuneful opora tb* 
heroine of whii^fi Minnie Hauk made so popular. It is a bright and vivacious story."— 

A WOMAN’S DIARY, & THE LITTLE COUNTESS. By 

0. Feuillet. • 

" Is wrought out with masterly skill and affords reading, which although of a sliu-htlv 
sensational kind, cannot be said to bo hurtful either mentally or morally.’*— ■ 

ilernld. 

BLUE-EYED META HOLDENIS, & A STROKE OF DIPLO- 

MxVCY. By V. Cheubuliez. ^ 

" ‘ Blue*03red Mota Holdenis ' is a delightful tale.**— Civil. Service Gazette. 

"*A Stroke of Diplomacy' is a bright vivacious story pleasantly told.'*— // iov.is/mX* 
Advertiser, 

THE GODSON OF A MARQUIS. By A. Theueibt. 

"The rustle personages, the rural scenery and life in the forest country of Argwnnc, 
are painted wim the hand of a master. From the beginning to the close the iritevt.'bt; 
of the story never flags.’’— Li/fe. 

THE TOWER OF PERCEMONT & MARIANNE. ByGioEGs 

♦Sand. 

** George Band has a great name, and .'Tower of Fercemont* is not unwc.tthy 
of it.*'— /ihwtmifd Londuii News, 

THE LOW-BORN LOVER’S REVENGE. By v. Cheebuliez. 

" 'The Low*l)om Lover’s Revenge’ is one of M. CherbuUez’s many exquisitely written 
productions. The studies of bumon nature under various influences, especially in t ho 
cases of the unhappy heroine and her low-bora lover, are wonderfully effective ."— 7 / - ■ 

trated London Ncu% , 

THE NOTARY’S NOSE, AND OTHER AMUSING STORIES. 

By E. About. 

“Crisp and bright, full of movraient and Interest.**— CnV/ftfew Herald. 

DOCTOR CUUDE; OR, LOVE RENDERED DESPERATE. 

By H. Malot. Two vols. 

“We have to appeal to our very first flight of novelists to find anything so artistic in 
JSSnglish romance as those books.*’— Dabfia Eveninj Mail 

THE THREE RED KNIGHTS; OR, THE BROTHERS’ 

VESOEANCa . By P. FEvai. 

" The one thing that strikes us in these stories is the marvellous dramatic skill of the 
writers,"— A'ApJielii/JMf^evdCTf. 








